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DEDICATION 


TO    THE 

HON.    JAMES   HENRY  LEIGH 


SIR, 

TO  You,  whose  family  in  the  person 
of  your  noble  uncle  his  Grace,  the  late  Duke 
of  Chandos,  has  conferred  many  obligations 
on  my  Father  and  his  Children  :  whose  favour 
cannot  fail  to  recommend  my  humble  produc- 
tion to  the  world,  and  whose  patronage  above 
that  of  all  others  is  most  pleasing  to  the  pa- 
tronized, as  it  comes  from  a  promoter  and  cul- 
tivator of  virtue,  the  following  pages  are  dedi- 
cated as  the  small  tribute  of  an  enlarged  grati- 
tude, by  your 

very  humble  and  obliged 

Servant, 
JAMES  HENRY  LEIGH  HUNT. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  Author  thinks  it  necessary  to  inform 
his  Readers,  as  they  will  undoubtedly  perceive 
how  much  superior  some  of  the  following 
Poems  are  to  the  others,  that  a  few  of  the  first 
pages,  all  the  Translations  but  one,  the  two 
first  Odes,  and  the  first  Hymn,  were  written 
at  a  very  early  age  ;  that  the  Poem  on  Retire- 
ment, the  Pastorals  in  imitation  of  Pope  and 
Virgil,  Elegy  written  in  Poet's  Corner,  Ode 
to  Truth,  the  Progress  of  Painting,  Wandle's 
Wave,  the  Hymns  for  the  Seasons,  the  Palace 
of  Pleasure,  and  the  Funeral  Anthem,  were 
the  productions  of  sixteen,  and  the  rest  of  his 
intermediate  years. 
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PA&E  LIKE 

16  13 Tot  si'g,  read  Jigi. 

17  3 YoT ^Giving,  redid  Jlow'ry. 

23  3 For  Moon,  reaci  Morn, 

jb.  7 For  Corinthian,  read  Carinthian. 

ib.         13 Dele  the  fecoiid  due. 

ib.        24 Between  yjii?// and  >io  inicrt  6c' 

24  20 For  on,  rt*ad  /«. 

ib.        23 For  thy  read  w/y, 

27  4^ For  Morn,  read  Muon. 

2p  7 Y or  bright,  read  //^;6/. 

35         r8 Dele  the  apoftrophe. 

53  3 For  drops  quick  meet,  read  drop  quick  meeti, 

55  14 Yor  fearful,   read  tearful. 

67  6 Yorfe,  rezdfre. 

ib.        12 For  lenth'ni/tg  read  length'nlng. 

72  1 '         For  ryhme,   lead  rhyme. 

87  21 For  Springs  read  Spring, 

no  9 Yorfmild'd,  xtadfrnil'd. 

ill  I Yox fimplicitly,  tezdjimpliclty. 

114  18 Y or  nigh  read  night. 

117  lO For  ^/a/«  read  plaint. 

122  I Yor  there,  read  thefe . 

124  11 Yor  fair,  read  fair. 

ib.  15 For  "o/ff/),  read  ■jx'/f?. 

i6i  1 Y or  preciou,  read  precious. 

189         21 Dele  the  apofrophe over  lovei't. 
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MACBETH; 

OR, 

THE  ILL  EFFECTS  OF  AMBITION. 

Written  at  the  Age  of  Tiuel-ve. 


■  Quid  non  niurtalia  pedlora  cogit 
Ambitio  ? ^- 

77  HAT  (Iruggling  paflions  rule  the  foul ; 
What  paflions  ftrong  that  fpurn  controul, 

The  human  bofom  fire  ! 
The  potent  warrior  cas'd  in  fteel, 
The  king,  the  beggar,  all  can  feel. 

The  power  of  fierce  defire  ! 


The 


2  MISCELLANIES. 

The  Tempert  howl'd  ;  the  forky  light 
Gilt  with  pale  ray  the  (hades  of  night, 

The  pealing  thunder  cralh'd  ! 
From  murdcr'd  Duncan  came  Macbeth, 
And  to  the  ground,  ftill  warm  with  death. 
The  bloody  dagger  dafh'd  ! 

"  Hell  gapes  to  feize  my  foul,"  he  cried, 
"  The  Thund'rer  aflcs  why  Duncan  died, 

"  Who  pierc'd  his  beating  heart  ? 
**  Who  gave  the  thought,  who  urg'd  the  deed  ; 
**  Who  bade  his  royal  bofom  bleed  ?" 

Death  Ipare  thy  vengeful  dart ! 

'Tvvas  a  vain  fceptre  led  my  hand. 
The  empty  honour  of  command. 

The  dagger  rais'd  on  high 
Curd  be  the  day  that  gave  me  birth  ! 
Hide  me  from  God,  O  parent  Earth, 

From  God's  all-fearching  eye  ! 


CONTENT. 

•■••>♦<■••• 

ILn  yonder  vale,  where  verdure  fmiles. 
The  fweeteft  fpot  in  George's  ifles. 

Lives  Dobfon,  happy  fwain  ; 
Who  laughs  at  what  is  called  renown. 
And  to  the  fplendor  of  a  crown 

Prefers  a  fack  of  grain.  E'en 


MISCELLANIES.  £j 

E'en  while  he  fells  the  giant  oak. 
He  finds  a  tune  for  ev'ry  ftroke, 

'Tis  only  beating  time  ; 
And  if  'tis  bad,  as  fome  might  fay. 
To  be  fo  merry  all  the  day. 

He's  always  in  a  crime. 

Dame  Dobfon,  while  fhc  fits  at  home, 
(For  careful  houfewives  never  roam) 

Sings  care  itfelf  away  ; 
At  grief  forever  will  deride, 
Mocks  at  rich  pomp  and  foolifli  pride. 

And  lives  but  to  be  gay. 

"  If  haughty  rank  and  hoarded  wealth 
**  Are  iefs  than  competence  and  health, 

**  'Tis  we're  the  lords  of  earth  ; 
**  For  ale,  we  ne'er  fhall  want  a  pot, 
"  And  happinefs,  (it  loves  a  cot) 

•'  Plays  roimd  our  chearful  hearth." 

Find  in  the  city's  bufy  crowd. 
Among  the  witty  and  the  proud, 

A  pair  fo  highly  bleft; 
If  you  produce  them,  I  will  fwear. 
Dame  Dobfon  never  laughed  at  care, 

And  Gaffer  knew  no  reft. 

B  2  LINES 
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l/n' 


L/NES 

ON    THE    BIRTH-DAY    OF    ELIZA. 

JLaughing  morn  with  fparkling  eye 
Melts  in  radiance  from  the  fky, 
While  her  head  with  brightnefs  crown 'd 
Sheds  a  thoufand  glories  round. 
Come,  gentle  May,  by  Flora  fair, 
And  ev'ry  fylph  that  fports  in  air. 
Attended  on  thy  fmiling  way ; 
Favonius,  on  thy  breezy  wing 
Here  waft  the  incenfe  of  the  fpring, 
And  on  thy  pinions  play. 

For  in  Britannia's  raptur'd  ifle, 
See  !  new-born  graces  lovelier  fmile, 
Frefli  rifing  fplendour  paints  the  morn, 
The  mild,  the  fair  Kliza's  born. 
Soft  as  the  brow  of  fpring,  whofe  top 
Shakes  with  the  dew's  befpangling  drop. 
So  foftly  fhakes  her  flutt'ring  hair ; 
While  in  its  filken  locks  the  Breeze 
Entwining  fports  in  playful  eafe, 
And  courts  the  whifp'ring  Air. 
Light  as  the  perfum'd  breath  of  morn, 
Skims  fwiftly  o'er  the  level  lawn  ; 


Light 
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Light  as  the  fwallow's  wing  can  dip 
The  wat'ry  furface,  is  her  trip. 
Sweet  as  the  Avild  Eolian  lyre, 
Whofe  untaught  fong  the  Gales  infpire, 
As  foft  they  wake  its  trembling  firing  ; 
So  fweet  {he  warbling  pours  along 
Her  foul-exhilarating  fong 
On  Zephyr's  dewy  wing. 

Thron'd  are  Expreffion,  Love,  and  Grace, 

In  the  mild  luftre  of  her  face  ; 

And  Heav'n,  as  tho*  'twould  leave  the  Iky, 

Shoots  in  the  glances  of  her  eye. 

And  ah  !  within  that  breaft  where  Youth 

Full  oft'  (hall  bring  its  vows  of  truth, 

And  Love  figh  out  its  votive  pray'r  ; 

Still  Virtue  fans  her  veftal  fire, 

For  there  Is  all  fhe  could  defire, 

Or  to  defire  could  dare ! 

II  £Mjjm 

LINES  TO  MISS  S....  H...., 

ON    HER    MARRIAGE. 

— »#«— 

W  HEN  from  the  billowy  bofom  of  the  main 
The  Queen  of  Love  arofc  in  all  her  charms  ; 

Th'  admiring  fea-nymphs  woke  the  filver  flrain, 
And  prais'd  her  damaik  cheek  and  iv'ry  arms. 

To 
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To  you,  fair  maid,  if  aught  my  humble  fong 
Avail  the  paffage  of  thy  heart  to  find  ; 

Charms  yet  ftill  fweeter  than  of  love  belong, 
The  mild,  the  heav'nly  beauties  of  the  mind. 

And  oh,  if  ftormy  Ocean  could  rejoice, 

When  Love  beam'd  fmiling  from  the  wat'ry  gloom, 

How  muft  the  youth,  the  part'ner  of  thy  choice. 
Enjoy  the  charms  that  in  a  H bloom. 

Cordelia's  fcnfe,  Emilia's  fprightly  wit. 
Both  in  thy  breafl:  in  one  foft  chain  unite  ; 

In  thee,  what  mofl:  the  modefl:  maiden  fit. 
All  that  can  win,  and  all  that  can  delight. 

Still,  ftill  may  Peace,  with  whom  no  cares  intrude. 

For  ever  cherifh'd  in  thy  bofom  lie ; 
And  lively  Health,  the  riches  of  the  good. 

Bloom  on  thy  cheek,  and  fparkle  in  thine  eye. 

Not  brighter  treafure  can  Golconda  boaft, 
Nor  high  Peru  with  all  her  bofom'd  ftore : 

With  them,  how  fweet,  to  bufy  life  when  loft. 
And  rich  in  him  you  love,  to  want  no  more ! 


PARODY 
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PARODY 
ON  DR.  Johnson's  "  hermit  hoar,  &c."* 

Gentle  Lady,  on  whofe  cheek 
"  IModefly's  foft  bluflies  play; 
*'  Tell,  O  tell  me  where  tofeek 
"  Virtue,  and  her  blifsful  way. 

Thus  I  faid,  and  mournful  figh'd 

As  I  curs'd  beguiling  fin  ; 

When  the  gentle  lady  cried, 

**  Come  and  treat  us  with  some  gin  /'* 


LINES 

ADDRESSED    TO    A    PARTICULAR     FRIEND, 

On  his  Birth-Day,  Jan.  20,  1800. 

INTER  o'er  the  fpangled  air 
Scatters  round  his  fnow-drops  fair, 

*  This  is  a  fpecies  of  writing  Imitated  from  the  Italian,  the  laft  lineot 
which  is  made  to  differ  from  the  foregoing,  and  produce  fomc  ludicrous 
point  from  a  feemingly  grave  fubjeft. 

WhiL^ 
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While  the  fharp  Gales,  as  full  of  play. 

Rude  catch  them  on  their  dancing  way 

And  cafl  them  at  their  early  birth 

On  the  hard  bofom  of  the  earth  ; 
Till,  as  lamenting  to  be  driv'n 
So  early  from  their  native  heav'n. 
Or  torn  by  fecret  fears  ; 
Their  mingled  forms  of  lovely  white 
Sink  flowly  fading  from  the  fight. 
And  melt  away  in  tears. 

Thus  ye  cold  thoughts  from  hence  depart, 
Dark-eyed  Jealoufy,  and  Hate, 
And  freezing  Diffidence,  and  loud  Debate, 

Melt  on  the  glowing  throbbings  of  my  heart ; 
For  there  my  raptur'd  fancy  flies. 

To  fan  the  flame  that  Friendlhip  taught  to  rife. 

Once  more  to  grace  the  new-born  year 
On  earth  rolls  round  thy  natal  day ; 
Yet  gloomy  winter  frowns  fevere 
As  flow  he  plods  his  frofty  way  ; 
But  if  in  friendfhip's  bofom  fair 
Lie  Pleafure,  with  Content  and  Peace, 
The  glooms  that  crowd  the  troubled  air 
But  tend  that  pleafure  to  incrcafe. 

So  from  earth's  velvet  couch,  where  gaily  drefl 
In  beauty  wild  the  white-topt  lily  rofe. 

Torn  up  to  glitter  on  an  Ethiop'sbreaft, 
Its  bed  of  jet  new  graces  will  difclofe. 


Then 
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Then,  dreary  Terrors,  melt  along  the  fky. 

And  on  fweet  Friendfliip's  boibm  gay  difperfe, 

For  thrilling  Joy  fhall  foar  where  cold  ye  lie. 
As  high  above  fhe  mounts  on  raptur'd  verfe : 

"  Lov'd  youth,  fortheemayFriendfliipfmilinggay 
"  Deck  with  frefh  flow'rs  her  rich  enchanting  way ; 
"  Still  may  impurpling  Health  with  dimple  fleek 
'*  Live  in  the  rofe  that  bluflies  on  thy  cheek  : 
**  Still  in  the  gentle  luftre  of  thine  eye 
**  Soul-thrilling  Joy  with  beam  increafing  lie ; 
"  While  mild  Content,  with  Innocence  and  Peace, 
**  Defcend  from  heav'n  to  fmile  upon  thy  face, 
"  And  o'er  thy  headbringfrefh-bornblefllngs  down, 
"  That  ev'ry  wifh,  and  ev'ry  want  Ihall  crown! 

A    MORNING    WALK    AND    VIEW 

■•••>♦<•••• 

iP  ORTH  let  me  walk  along  the  green  clad  fields, 

When  on  the  morning  looks  the  eaftern  fun. 

As  from  his  wavy  bed  he  rifes  bright 

And  opes  the  gilded  windows  of  the  fea. 

High  fings  the  lively  lark,  as  with  his  wing 

Bruftiing  the  thin  fpread  clouds  he  fkims  the  air  ; 

Along  the  grove,  in  harmony  confus'd, 

c  Chirp 
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Chirp  the  foft  feather'd  fongfters,  whlflHng  now 
With  long  drawn  note,  and  now  with  thrilling  fong 
Vibrating  on  the  air :  another  fun 
Refleded  feems  to  burn  within  the  ftream 
A  (ky  of  glafs ;  and  all  the  fcattered  clouds 
Defcending,  move  in  fhadows,  gliding  foft 
Around  its  dazzling  face  ;  the  waters  flame. 
And  o'er  the  golden  light  the  burnifh'd  waves 
In  fweet  confufion  glitt'ring  dance  along. 
The  weeping  willow  o'er  the  gaudy  fcene 
Hangs  its  lorn  head  as  tho'  'twould  foothe  its  grief 
With  pleafing  contemplation;  green  as  fpring, 
And  filent  as  the  rev'rence  of  an  angel : 
While  on  the  adverfe  bank  the  wand'ring  boy 
Views  the  bright  image,  and  with  hoflile  flone 
EfTays  to  break  the  beauteous  orb  ;  but,  lo ! 
He  fees  it  brighten  in  the  funny  ray, 
Wond'ring  with  vacant  ftare  and  open  mouth. 
Then  plunging,  fink  within  th'  unbroken  light. 

Nor  heed  the  animal  creation,  rous'd 
From  tiring  floth  the  lazy  fweets  of  fleep, 
From  the  warm  fhed,  flow  moving  o'er  the  plain, 
The  herded  cattle  go  ;  the  timid  cow. 
The  vig'rous  heifer,  pity-bleating  calf. 
Meek-eyeing  (heep,  and  primly-gazing  ram. 
Loud  barks  the  guardian  dog ;  the  fnorting  fteed 

Snuffs 
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SnufFs  the  frefh  air,  and  neighs  along  the  vale. 
Echo  the  circling  hills  :  the  lufly  bull 
Augments  the  pleafing,  univerfal  noife 
Of  gladd'ning  joy,  and  hoarfely  lows  around. 
Nor  is  the  fcene  beyond  devoid  of  grace. 
Far  in  the  diftant  landfcape,  dimly  feen, 
Dafhes  in  curling  wreathes  of  hoary  foam 
The  mift-creating  catarad: :  flow  along 
Thro'  its  full  bed,  in  many  a  mazy  way, 
The  winding  river  ftrays,  when  foft  reftrain'd 
Within  its  mofly  fhores  it  onward  moves 
In  limpid  majefly ;  but  when  convuls'd 
With  the  big  torrent  of  the  April  fhow'r, 
It  burfts  its  rural  prifon,  and  with  fweep, 
Dreadful  and  fwift,  bounds  o'er  the  vanifli'd  vale, 
Glorious  the  floating  fcene !  Each  circled  hill 
Seems  edg'd  with  quiv'ring  lace,  and  all  around 
The  hidden  meadows,  once  fo  gaily  green, 
O'erlay'd  with  living  filver;  clofe  behind 
In  fnug  retreat  the  tufted  cottage  lifts 
Its  Hoping  head,  adorn'd  with  velvet  mofs 
And  clofely-creeping  ivy,  fawning  round 
The  mantled  wall  in  green  fervility. 

High  from  the  grove  o'ertopt,  the  palace  wide 
Looks  o'er  the  lawn,  and  proudly  feems  to  lift 
On  weary  pillars  to  the  meeting  fky. 


c  ^' 


o  Its 
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Its  high  arch'd  roof,  with  ev'ry  art  adorn'd 

That  foft  Italia,  or  the  high-foul'd  fons 

Of  ftrong  Britannia  boafl:  j  tho'  ftill,  perhaps. 

Within  is  pallid  guilt  and  foul  difeafe, 

Heart  fhrivejl'd  Av'rice,  Sorrow's  woe-worn  form, 

And  Death's  hard-outlin'd  fhadow,  fpeftre  dread, 

Call'd  in  by  mifpent  Wealth,  or  Diflipation  mad. 

Yet  loftier  far,  behind  the  mafly  pile. 
Than  human  archite61:  can  raife,  high  heav'd 
By  nature's  all  creative  hand,  fublime 
Stands  the  huge  mountain,  v/ith  eternal  green 
Mantled  profufe,  while  to  its  fpotted  fide. 
The  wool-white  flieep  add  fweet  variety ; 
As  pleafing  to  the  diftant  view  they  feem 
With  fpangles  fair  to  deck  its  grafly  robe. 

Laft,  o'er  the  dim  horizon,  flretching  wide, 

Bends  the  blue  bow  of  heav'n,  which  He,  who  built 

This  rolling  earth,  o'er  its  huge  furface  threw, 

A  vaulting  dome ;  with  azure  glowing  deep 

Painted  the  dazzling  hollow  ;  and  where  fhade 

Was  oft  required,  threw,  o'er  the  glorious  whole, 

The  Ihadowing  clouds,  with  pencil,  he  that  flione 

The  ftar  of  Italy,  expreflive  Raphael, 

The  ftrifl  Corregio,  Titian's  glowing  hand, 

Fus'li's  gigantic  fancy,  or  the  fire 

Of  Britain's  fav'rite  Weft,  could  ne'er  efluy 

Faintly 
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Faintly  to  imitate. — Man,  to  the  day. 
Quick  rifcs,  fhaking  from  his  nervous  limbs 
The  Ncfllan  cloak  of  floth,  unfit  to  drink. 
In  its  abforbing  texture,  the  full  tide 
Of  liquid  health,  that  glows  thro'  all  his  veins. 
Warms  his  bold  heart,  and  revels  in  his  cheek. 

The  ruftic  farmer  haftens  o'er  his  fields  ; 
And  v^ith  directing  hand  the  rural  lord 
Rules  his  attentive  lab'rers ;  guides  them  now 
To  pluck  the  intruding  tare,  or  fcatt'ring  throw 
Into  the  well-plough'd  furrows  of  the  earth 
The  lib'ral  grain  ;  and  now  with  fmiling  face. 
When  harveft  comes  to  crop  the  fruitful  year. 
Bids  them  prepare  the  fickle  founding  harfh 
Thro  the  dimlnifh'd  fields  ;  or  gradual  build 
The  equal  hay-rick  ;  till  the  cone-topt  pile, 
Ere6led  neat,  gives  quiet,  eafe,  and  peace. 
To  joying  labour.     In  the  plain  beyond. 
The  humble  fhepherd,  kneeling  by  the  brook. 
Dips  his  hard  breakfaft  in  the  foft'ning  dream. 
Nor  heeds  the  rough-clad  goat,  with  rolling  eye. 
Viewing  each  wifli'd-for  mouthful,  while  he  fhares 
Gen'rous  with  faithful  Tray  his  fcanty  cruft. 
Or  ftretch'd  in  funfhine  warm,  his  fliadinghand 
Plac'd  o'er  his  half-fliut  eyes,  he  views  alkance 
The  fubjed  flock,  fomc  frilking  o'er  the  field 

In 
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In  harmlefs  fport ;  fome  in  the  welcome  beam 
Bafking,  devoid  of  care;  while  others  preft 
With  craving  hunger,  bend  their  woolly  necks 
To  the  green  earth,  and  crop  the  verdant  grafs. 
Carelefs  he  whiftles  loud,  nor  wifhes  to  be  great. 

On  fcenes  like  thefe,  where  Harmony  and  Peace 
Walk  hand  in  hand,  for  ever  could  I  dwell. 
From  chryftal  morning  to  the  jet-rob'd  night. 
Thefe  are  the  themes  that  lift  the  grateful  foul 
To  Heav'n  and  love  ;  love,  that  exalts  the  mind 
To  mix  its  thoughts  with  God  ;  Him,  whom  the  fun 
Shines  to  obey,  whofe  unfcen  glories  time 
Flies  to  make  known ;  with  whom  all  place  isprefence, 
Andfpace  immeafurable,  fulnefs  ;  great, 
And  largely  good,  and  infinite  is  He. 

LINES 

TO    THE    WHITE    ROSE    OF    AMERICA.* 

PoJw  oi"  ipipt^ay  «v6of 
PoJov  tap;  fji,'s\-rifxay 

Anach.  Carmen  V. 

-It  air  daughter  of  the  morn,  whofe  fnowy  top 
Bends  gently  waving,  to  the  paffing  breath 

*  Remarkable  for  having  a  very  odorous  fcent,  when  the  white  rofe  of 
England  has  none  at  all. 

Of 
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Of  frolic  zephyrs,  when  along  the  grove 
They  chant  their  airy  fongs  to  welcome  fpring, 
In  feeming  adoration  ;  well,  I  ween, 
Belov'd  art  thou  by  them,  pleas'd  when  they  fee 
Thy  humble  form  breathe  incenfe  on  their  war, 
To  add  new  fragrance  to  the  perfum'd  air. 
And  well  I  love  thee  too,  v/hen  thy  fair  head 
Peeps  thro'  my  cottage  window,  as  to  greet 
Mine  early  rife  with  cheering  fmiles,  before 
Thy  ruby  fifters  ;  who,  at  my  approach. 
To  hail  the  morn  feem  deeper  yet  each  hour 
To  blufh,  that  never  with  their  fnowy  queen 
They  render'd  duteous  homage  to  their  lord. 

Not  the  bright  fun-flow'rs  top  of  burnifh'd  gold, 
The  yellow  jonquil,  vary-colour'd  pink, 
The  purple  paflion-flow'r*,  belov'd  of  Chriftians, 
Wet  with  the  dewy  tear  of  dying  Sol, 
The  lily  drefs'd  with  innocence  and  grace. 
The  wild-born  daif/,  and  the  violet  blue. 
Or  the  fair  primrofe  that  at  Spring's  advance 
Seems  to  grow  pale,  when  from  her  "  green  lap  thrown'* 
So  many  glitt'ring  rivals  rife  around  ; 


*  A  remarkable  and  beautiful  flower,  at  the  bottom  of  whofe 
cup  is  a  perfcft  crofs,  from  whence  it  derives  its  name;  this  cup 
always  drinks  in  a  dcwdrop  at  evening,  which  is  found  the  next 
inorning  at  the  bottom  of  its  hollow,  when  it  opens  its  leaves  wliich 
are  fhut  during  the  night. 

Not 
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Not  the  fweet  twining  woodbine,  hearts-eafe  rich 
Purpl'd  with  gold-dropt  velvet,  or  the  fair, 
But  humble  fnow-drop  beaming  thro'  the  mift 
Like  the  big  tear  for  lov'd  Adonis  (lain, 
Thro'  the  fring'd  eye-lids  of  the  Queen  of  Love. 
Catch  my  admiring  eye  like  thy  pure  flow'r, 
Emblem  of  infant  innocence,  fweet  rofe. 

Yet  wilt  thou  die  :  pluck'd  off  by  time's  rude  hand. 
From  thy  green  bed,  thy  lily  leaf  mufl:  fall ; 
Yet  Ihall  no  gorgeous,  pageant  burial  hide 
With  its  dark  fhade  thy  drooping  white  that  fhews 
No  faults  that  need  concealment ;  nor  fhall  pomp 
Unmeaning  ufher  thee  to  earth  :  one  fig 
Alone,  fair  fimple  flow'r,  (hall  breathe  foi  thee  ; 
And  {looping  o'er  thy  wither'd  form,  I'll  prefs 
My  bofom  with  my  hand,  and  mournful  fay, 
**  Spotlefs  be  thou,  my  heart :  like  this  fweet  rofe 
**  May  death  o'ertake  thee,  innocent  and  pure  ; 
**  And,  weeping  for  his  lofs,  one  only  friend 
**  For  ever  faithful,  drop  the  filent  tear 
*'  O'er  the  fad  ftone  that  hides  mortality, 
«'  And  tells  this  facred  truth  :"  *'  The  fon  of  man, 
"  Like  the  low  fhort-liv'd  flow'ret  of  the  field, 
*'  Rifes  to  light  and  life ;  then  fades,  and  dies ! 
**  Great  Arbiter  of  fate,  thy  will  be  done  !" 


>, 


CHRIST  S 
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CHRISTs  HOSPITAL. 

— »<SK<— 

Ye  mofs  dad  turrets*,  whofe  unfliaken  brows 

In  antique  pride  o'erhang  the  cheerful  fcene 

Of  Windfor's  flowing  plains,  where  father  Thame 

With  many  a  filver  winding  loves  to  deck 

The  gay  expanfe  that  round  his  reedy  bed 

Luxuriant  fmiles,  when  Summer,  glowing  maid, 

Throws  o'er  the  verdant  earth  her  robings  green  ; 

Ye  groves  of  fair  Oxonia,  chequer'd  bright 

With  Ifis'  mazy  dream,  where  fcience  lays 

Her  varied  ftores,  and  emulation  high 

Points  to  the  bright'ning  profpedls,  fair  difclos'd. 

Of  wealth's  full  horn,  and  honour's  gorgeous  robe; 

Ye  marfhy  dells,  where  fedgy  Camus,  crown'd 

With  the  fad  willow's  melancholy  fhade, 

Dire£ls  his  dim-difcover'd  wave,  or  now 

Burfliing  in  filver  beauty  from  beneath 

His  leafy  covert,  views  with  faci'ed  awe 

The  holy  tow'rs  t  arife,  that  long  have  bow'd 

In  rev'rend  beauty  o'er  the  wa'try  glade  ; 

A  long  farewel  I  give  you  :  other  lays, 

That  tell  not  of  your  praife,  yet  better  far 

To  tune  my  humble  pipe,  fmce  mem'ry  fond 

*  Eton  college.  +  Unlvcrfity  of  Cambridge. 

D  And 
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And  duteous  gratitude,  command  the  fong, 

Well  pleas'd  I  chant  ;  fuch  lays  as  Thyrfis  oft, 

And  ruftic  Corydon,  with  airy  reed 

Told  to  the  lift'ning  cottagers,  that  round 

The  fpreading  beech,  or  ftorm-defying  oak. 

Hung  on  the  plcafing  numbers,  wond'ring  whence 

Their  hands  ungentle  could  fo  deftly  bring 

The  floating  founds  :  for  Collins,  bard  fublime, 

Hybla;an  Pope,  or  Dryden's  ftately  verfe. 

They,  funple  fons  of  nature,  never  heard 

Among  their  native  woodlands :  poet  fweet, 

And  eke  immortal,  eall'd  they  him,  who  erft 

Was  hight  the  gentle  Gay,  trim  fonnetteer ! 

Ne'er  other  like  him  had  they  feen,  nor  thought 

One,  who  could  fing  fo  merrily,  to  view 

In  after-times. — Farewell,  ye  mofs-clad  towr's. 

Ye  Ihady  groves,  ye  dells  begirt  with  fedge  ! 

The  cloifter  folemn,  and  its  penfive  fhades. 

Command  my  humble  fong  ;  fhades,  than  whofe  gloom 

No  light  have  I  lov'd  better,  and  to  tread 

Whofe  folemn  walks  my  gayeft  hours  I'd  give. 

Blefl-,  honoiir'd  guardian  of  my  youthful  days. 

Sweet  fpot  of  innocence  and  joy,  thy  feats 

Abfence  flill  happier  pictures  to  my  mind, 

And,  like  a  painter  fkill'd,  Raphael  divine, 

Corre£t-ey'd  Vinci,  Angelo  fublime, 

Or  Britain's  boafted  Weft,  each  pleafmg  form 

Her 
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Her  pencil  raifes,  tints  with  brighter  colours, 
And  throws  each  dark  and  gloomy  thought  behind 
Into  concealing  Ihade.     Delighted  once. 
As  oft  myfelf  would  mix  within  the  rear, 
I  view'd  thy  happy  youth  with  eager  lips 
QuafF  from  its  fount  the  pure  Pierian  fpring, 
Which  He  *  (whom  fair  Apollo,  wifely  kind, 
Gave  to  unlock,  and  from  the  deep  recefs 
Pour  forth  the  magic  ftream)  with  lib'ral  hand 
Shed  round  the  bufy  throng,  that  each,  as  will 
Or  emulation  urg'd,  or  burning  fhame 
For  deeds  before  inglorious,  might  receive 
The  ftore  divided  as  it  flow'd  along. 
Theirs  vv^as  the  claflic  wealth,  and  rich  it  was. 
Of  long  antiquity,  that  to  the  world 
Many  a  dying  age  had  wife  bequeath'd. 
Witnefs,  ye  Ihady  feats,  where  v/ond'rous  Thame 
Shakes  from  his  rev'rend  form  the  manly  beard 
And  nerve-ftrung  arm,  and  leg  of  (lately  walk, 
And  gliding  foft  along,  with  flowing  air, 
And  eyes  of  tender  light,  foft  fwelling  breaft, 
And  waxen  arm,  and  thigh  of  taper  grace. 
Calls  himfclf  Ifis,  Naiad  of  the  wave  ; 
And,  ye,  where  lagging  Cam  draws  weary  on 
His  lluggifh  ftream j  in  reedy  liv'ry  drefs'd  : 

*  Rev.  A.  W.  T.    A.  M,  prel'cnt  upper  grammar-mafter  of  Chrift's 
horpitul. 

D  2  For 
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For  oft  has  learning,  at  her  hallow'd  flirine. 
Beneath  your  venerable  roofs  beflow'd 
The  victor  laurel  on  the  youthful  heads 
That  once  adorn'd  the  facred  cloifter'd  walks, 
That  faw  my  early  days  pafs  quiet  on, 
Blefs'd  with  pure  innocence  and  meekeft  peace. 
Nor  would  the  Mufe,  pleas'd  with  its  mild  retreats. 
Scorn  in  thy  fchool  to  prune  her  drooping  wing : 
For  fhe,  long  time,  has  lov'd  the  vaulted  arch. 
The  gothic  window,  and  the  ruin'd  pile 
Antique  ;  there,  favour'd,  has  her  quiet  haunt 
Stood  undifturb'd,  fave  by  the  youthful  bards 
That  with  fuch  praife  maintain  the  Grecian  name 
And  eke  Grasculian*,  when,  in  humble  guife, 
They  aflc  a  fong  ;  nor  has  fhe  e'er  refus'd 
To  grant  the  fmall  requeft  :  for  what,  indeed. 
Could  fhe  not  fing,  beneath  v/hofe  fkilful  hand 
Bold  Dyer  and  the  plaintive  Coleridge  grew. 
Children  of  poefy  ?  —  Nay,  oft  flie  flrikes 
To  higher  notes  her  varying  lyre,  until 
She  fmks,  tho'  glorious.     So  the  fetting  fun. 
When  evening  calls  him  to  her  weftern  couch. 
Drops  in  his  purpl'd  bed  of  waves,  yet  drefs'd 
More  rich  and  glowing  than  when  firft  he  rears 
His  "  unfhorn  head"  from  pp'n'ng  ftreams  of  light. 


*  The  three  fcnior  fcholars  of  the  gran  niar-fchool  are  called  Gre- 
cians, and  the  clafs  next  to  them,  Deputy  Grecians. 

Britannia, 
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Britannia,  hail !  Great  in  its  power  and  ftrength, 

Its  naval  bulwarks,  that  fo  proudly  ftand 

The  many  iron  tempefts  pour'd  around 

By  the  fierce  Gaul,  flern  with  his  liberty, 

Thy  favour'd  ifle  fhall  flourifh  in  the  page 

Of  never-dying  fame,  while  earth  looks  gay 

With  garment  green,  or  hoary  ocean  heaves 

The  bellying  waters  of  the  main.     Nor  lead 

Of  all  thy  fons  that  brave  the  ftormy  fea, 

A  well -fought  field,  do'ft  thou  in  duty  owe 

Thanks  to  the  noble  youth,  the  fons  of  courage, 

Of  this  fam'd  fchool,  who  early  learnt  to  glow 

With  patriot  zeal  to  fee  Britannia's  hand 

Planting  on  diftant  fhores  her  flag,  unfurl'd 

To  the  frefh  gale  of  briflc  profperity. 

Or  wreathing  for  herfelf  a  brighter  crown 

Than  has  been  v/orn  long  time,  the  eafy  cap 

Of  ancient  freedom,  that,  which  early  Greece, 

Imperial  Rome,  and  Gallia's  ftretch'd  out  arm. 

Have  try'd  to  grafp,  the  richefl:  prize  on  earth  ! 

Saw  thou  not,  Neptune,  when  thy  wat'ry  reign 

Echo'd  with  Britifli  thunder,  and  the  fire 

Of  gaping  cannon  flam'd  along  the  fhore 

Of  frighted  Nile,  when  Nelfon,  fearful  name. 

Bore  on  the  wings  of  vi6lory  and  death 

Old  Albion's  purple  ftandard  j  faw  thou  not. 

Where  eager  Troubridge  curs'd  relentlefs  fate, 

That  from  the  glorious  path  of  fought  renown 

Pufli'd 
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Pufli'd  him  afide  ;  O,  faw  thou  not  the  fire 
Flafli  from  his  ardent  eyes,  when  fierce  he  knew 
For  him  the  thunder  of  the  battle  hot 
Roar'd  not  in  proud  fublimity  ;   nor  death 
Hung  on  the  purpl'd  fplendor  of  the  fword  ? 
Turn  from  thy  roaring  empire,  and  thine  eye 
Fix  on  Augufta's  fpiry  feats :  'tv/as  there, 
In  cloifters  *  dreary,  and  the  winding  aiile 
He  cherifli'd  dauntlefs  brav'ry  ;  there  his  heart. 
Manly  in  youth,  furvey'd  with  eager  foul 
The  glorious  profpecls  of  immortal  fame. 
When  daring  conflict  fhould  ufurp  the  main. 
And  Heav'n  and  Troubridge  win  the  wat'ry  field ! 

Nor  yet,  fair  child  of  Induflry,  fwcet  Commerce, 
Forget  to  think,  how  many  of  the  fons 
Of  thcfe  belov'd  and  unreproved  feats 
Here  firft,  tho'  far  from  all  thy  bufy  fcenes. 
Have  vow'd  to  live  for  thee,  and  to  forfake 
Their  native  home,  to  feek  thy  lively  form 
In  diftant  climates  ;  fouthward,  where  the  fun 
With  fcorching  beam  direft,  the  fultry  air 
Strikes  thro',  till,  darting  on  the  fcorch'd  domain, 
It  leaves  the  withered  herb  and  drooping  flow'r 
Not  one  fad  dew-drop  for  a  tear  to  mourn 
Its  dying  beauty,  once  fo  gaily  green  : 

♦  Chrift's  hofpital,   where  the    hero  of  the  Culloden  was    tred. 

Or, 
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Or,  higher  northward,  where  with  garment  white 

Of  everlafting  froft  cold  Nature  clads 

Her  hidden  form,  and  melancholy  Moon 

Views  in  a  thoufand  icicles  of  glafs 

(That  fancy,  ever  gay,  delights  to  hang 

In  many  an  uncouth  form  upon  the  cot 

Of  the  rude  Ruffian  or  Corinthian  boorj 

Her  fadden'd  face  ;  and  foon  as  tir'd  lo  fee 

Her  mournful  looks,  finks  down  again  to  reft. 

And  gives  the  gloomy  hours  to  night  and  darknefs. 

Such  are  thy  youth,  fweet  fpot!  Thy  children  fuch 
That  tread  thy  walks,  now  filent  when  the  hour 
Demands  the  tribute  of  attention  due,  due 
To  all  the  rare-felt  intelledual  fweets 
Of  various  learning  ;  now  again,  when  Sport 
With  hafty  hand  unlocks  the  yielding  door, 
Clam'rous  with  fhouts  of  joy,  and  playful  innocence  ! 

Let  Italy's  foft  fons  their  fcience  boaft, 
Soul  charming  mufic,  or  the  bufl<in'd  mufe, 
Unequalled  pencil,  raifing  life  and  thought. 
And  animated  Sculpture  ;  Love  itfelf 
That  feems  to  breathe,  tho'  wiih  a  marble  breaft 
Silent  and  cold  as  Death  :  yet  flill,  perhaps, 
When  Italy  fhall  no  more,  now  torn 
From  Supcrftition's  fway  to  Gallia's  hand. 

Which 
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Which  with  the  fcythe  of  War  has  mow'd  to  earth 

Nations  and  ftates  at  once,  a  bloody  harveft  1 

Like  the  ftrong  pois'nous  wind  that  boift'rous  fweeps 

O'er  the  lorn  fands  of  Araby,  and  brings 

Death,  clad  in  his  moft  hideous  fliape,  his  front 

O'erfpread  with  whirlwinds  black,  who  murd'rous  fpares 

Nor  the  fierce  beaft,  nor  man's  diviner  form : 

Yes  ;  when  that  Italy  fhall  be  no  more. 

Thy  fame,  fweet  manfion,  ftill  (hall  flourifh  wide 

Like  the  ftrong  oak,  whofe  vaflal  trees  fall  round. 

Torn  up  by  warring  elements  ;  ftill  fee 

Whole  realms  fall  off,  and  empires  die  away  ; 

And  yet  fhall  live  to  fee  thy  noble  fons 

Encreafe  in  honour  when  alive,  and  fame 

Still  nobler  after  life.     So  the  fweet  rofe, 

Od'rous  in  death,  breathes  fragrance  to  the  air. 

And  wafts  its  incenfe  on  the  wings  of  Eve. 

Farewcl,  ye  happy  feats  of  peace  and  joy, 
AVhere  ruddy  health  glows  on  each  blooming  cheek, 
And  innocence  looks  modeft  on  each  eye ! 
Farewel !  And  may  the  dews  of  Heaven  diftil 
Their  richeft  drops  upon  thy  honour'd  roofs ; 
To  whofe  gay  tops  once  more  thy  ftraining  eyes 
Seem  as  compell'd  to  turn  to  bid  the  youth. 
Who,  with  the  foothing  voice  of  friendfhip  checrM 
The  inorning  of  my  life,  adieu  !  Yet  fhort, 

Swift 
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Swift  Time,  be  all  our  abfence  !  Quick  again 
I  turn  my  doubtful  footfteps,  and  this  pray'r 
Fervent  I  breathe  to  Heav'n  : — "  All  pow'rful  God, 
O  Give  thofe  walks  for  ever  to  be  trod 
By  thofe  who  love  thy  name  ;  nor  throw  between 
The  cup  of  pleafure  and  the  eager  lips 
Of  the  gay  youths  that  learnt  with  me  to  bow 
Before  thy  throne  as  yet  unfeen,  one  ill 
To  taint  with  bitternefs  the  pleafmg  draught 
That  Peace  holds  out ;  and  hallow 'd  be  thy  Name  1" 


REMEMBERED    FRIENDSHIP, 

O  HOW  delightful  was  it  once  to  fit 
And  talk  away  the  hours,  my  friend  belov'd 
Beneath  the  lamp's  dull  flame,  that  palely  fhed 
Its  feeble  light  along  the  cloifter'd  walks, 
Where  oft  we'd  ramble  !  o'er  our  youthful  heads 
The  gloomy  arch,  that  favour'd  converfe  fweet 
Of  whifper'd  vows  of  friendfliip,  heav'd  on  high 
Its  mafly  vault,  along  whofe  time-worn  roof 
Soft  murmurs  ran  of  breathing  conllancy. 
While  on  my  fhoulder  hung  thy  eafy  hand 
Beyond  thy  bofom,  not  a  fingle  thought 

E  That 
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That  flutter 'd  from  my  breaft,  unheeding  ftray'd : 

Fix'd,  and  for  ever,  was  my  foul  in  thee ! 

And  wrapt  in  meditation  as  I  fat, 

My  beating  heart  feem'd  as  it  would  rife  up, 

Burfl  the  thin  cryftal  curtain  of  the  tear 

That  quiver'd  on  mine  eye-lid,  and  with  bound 

Of  warm  affedlion  rufli  to  mix  with  thine  ! 

O  fweet,  romantic  lux'ry !  Thee  the  fons 

Of  fordid  Av'rice,  barring  out  with  gold 

From  their  heart's  avenue,  the  wand'ring  fteps 

Of  pilgrim  Friendlliip  ;  thee,  the  giddy  throng 

That  heedlefs  plunge  into  the  cloying  fweets 

Of  rich  feftivity,  or  wanton  balk 

In  the  hot  funfhine  of  unnerving  pleafure. 

Have  never  knovv^n  ;  or  had  they  tafted  once 

Thy  cup  ne6larean,  Av'rice  had  unlock'd 

His  very  hoard,  and  pour'd  it  in  the  breaft 

Of  that  afFe£lion  which  would  more  repay 

His  lib'ral  hand  ;  and  the  loud  rafli  cabal 

Of  feftive  Riot,  or  thofe  fearful  joys 

Whofe  very  tafte  is  death,  had  left  with  tears 

Of  rapture  and  repentance  fweetly  mixt 

The  rich  rcpaft  and  the  foft  wanton  bed 

To  clafp  fair  Friendlhip  to  their  beating  breafts, 

And  tell  her,  while  each  bofom's  ardent  pant 

Seem'd  lab'ring  to  give  paflage  to  the  foul. 

How  pure,  but  how  unfpeakable,  their  blifs  ! 

O  when 
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O  when  at  ev'ning  oft  along  the  walks 
Where  Twilight  call:  his  fhadow  broad  and  cool, 
We  joy'd  to  rove,  while  o'er  each  other's  neck 
We  threw  our  carelefs  arm,  how  fweet  the  morn 
Pour'd  on  the  earth  her  pale  but  mellow  light, 
Chequer'd  with  dancing  fhades,  that  from  the  leaves 
Of  the  o'er- waving  tree,  fell  on  her  beam. 
If  chance  the  mournful  mildly- breathing  flute 
Stole  on  the  lift'ning  air,  like  the  low  voice 
Of  fair  Endymion,  when  on  the  mount 
Of  grafly  Ida,  with  the  fong  of  love 
He  welcomes  early  Dian  from  the  flcy  ; 
The  foothing  founds  feem'd  foft,  as  gently  foft. 
As  the  attuning  of  our  fouls,  and  then 
We  ftood  wrapt  up  in  them,  our  eager  eyes 
Fix'd  on  the  vacant  air,  as  tho'  to  feek 
Whence  rofe  the  fweet,  the  pleafmg  melody. 
Or  if  the  viol,  with  its  full  brilk  note, 
Tripp'd  gaily  on  the  whifper-fighhig  breeze, 
It  feem'd  as  tho'  the  Dryads  of  the  wood 
Had  call'd  the  crefccnt  Goddefs  to  the  chafe 
With  merry  hunting  fong  ;  or  fmiling  Pan 
Had  gather'd  round  him  in  his  rural  bow'r 
With  reedy  pipe,  the  laughter-loving  fawns, 
The  rough-cloth'd  fylvans,  and  the  wood-nymphs  wild 
That  haunt  the  fhady  grove,  or  rudely  fport 
In  the  embow'ring  foreft,  leaping  round 

E  2  The 
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The  waving  trees  in  many  an  uncouth  dance. 
O  then  our  hearts  went  tripping  with  the  found  ; 
And  had  light  Ariel,  fpirit  of  the  fky, 
Haply  been  there,  it  feem'd  as  tho*  our  fouls 
Had  on  his  filken  wings  pierc'd  the  thin  air. 
Crept  with  him  in  the  cov/flip's  yellow  bell, 
Or  hung  beneath  the  bloffom  on  the  bough, 
To  find  the  fweet  exhilarating  ftrains. 

And  now,  when  Ev'ning  to  the  ebon  Night, 
(Ebon,  or  haply,  if  along  the  fky 
The  bright'ning  moon  with  broad  effulgent  ray 
Gleams  thro'  the  hov'ring  fliade  that  o'er  the  earth 
Hangs  dew  diftilling,  fairer  and  ferene) 
Gives  up  her  peaceful  reign,  in  the  fmooth  bed 
Of  grateful  reft  we  dropt  our  wearied  limbs. 
Yet  for  a  while,  before  the  gentle  fweets 
Of  fleep  had  clos'd  our  eyes,  how  oft  we  lay 
Admiring  thro*  the  cafement  open'd  wide 
The  fpangled  glories  of  the  fky,  whofe  face, 
Like  the  broad  tail  of  Juno's  ftately  bird, 
Purpled  with  eyes,  fpread  glorious  to  our  view. 
While  from  behind  the  filver-bofom'd  clouds. 
Scatter 'd  around  like  fwelling  flakes  of  fnow. 
At  intervals  fair  Luna  burfting  forth, 
Pour'd  fplendour  round  :  fo  from  the  lawlefs  bed 
Of  wanton  Paris,  when  the  laughing  morn 

Melted 
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Melted  in  ftreaming  radiance  from  the  fky, 
Rofe  matchlefs  Helen,  beaming  blufliing  grace 
And  love  refiftlefs  on  the  rifing  day : 
So  Cytherea  from  the  frothy  wave 
Rofe  in  luxuriant  beauty,  when  the  hours 
Beheld  her  birth,  and  Zephyr's  gentle  gale 
With  the  rich  perfume  of  the  breathing  Spring, 
Wafted  the  beauteous  Goddefs  to  the  fhore 
Of  her  lov'd  Cyprus,  while  the  circling  nymphs 
That  rule  the  waters  of  the  hoary  deep, 
Prefs'd  on  the  billowy  bofom  of  the  fea 
Around  her  floating  chariot,  and  with  fhouts 
Of  gladdening  triumph  bade  old  Triton  fwell 
His  echoing  chonc,  and  wake  all  nature  round. 

'Twasthen  w^e  rais'd  our  facred  thoughts  toheav'n, 
Blefling  its  holy  works,  and  calling  down 
The  dew  of  blifs  upon  each  other  s  head  ; 
While  o'er  our  eyelids  Sleep,  with  hand  unfeen, 
Slowly  drew  on  his  **  gradual  dulky  veil," 
And  round  our  pillow  threw  a  thoufand  fweets 
That  tempt  foft  (lumber,  or  with  odour  mild 
Soothe  hard  Fatigue  ;  our  waking  fouls,  meantime, 
Dreamt  of  our  cloiftered  walks,  and  many  a  tale 
Told  underneath  the  gothic  arch  antique. 
In  humming  whifpcr,  or  the  chearful  laugh 
Sent  back  by  Echo  from  the  diftant  aifle. 

I'riendfliip 
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FriendHiip  would  never  leave  us ;  from  the  hour 
Silent  and  folemn,  when  the  fetting  fun 
Robes  in  rich  purple  all  the  wcftern  flcy, 
To  the  gay  fmiling  reign  of  dewy  morn, 
Beaming  with  orient  brightnefs,  and  again 
From  lively  morn  to  that  ftill  frefh'ning  hour, 
When  Eve's  bright  breezes  fan  the  tepid  air, 
And  Sol  once  more  finks  in  his  glowing  bed. 
Congenial  fouls,  foft  harmony,  rich  peace. 
And  pleafure,  mixt  with  innocence  and  eafe. 
Were  all  our  own  ;  they  ruTd  the  fleeting  hour, 
Beam'd  in  each  eye,  and  in  each  bofom  thrill'd. 


'•■^^'sm\<^<\^^<^^^<s«."' 


RETIREMENT, 

oil    THE    GOLDEN    MEAN, 


Eft  moilus  in  rebus,  funt  certi  deniq.  fines; 
Quos  ultra,  citraq.  neqnit  confiftere  reSura. 


IIoR.  Sat.  I. 


Auream  quifquis  mediocritatem 
Diligit,  tutus  caret  obfoleti 
Sordibus  te<Si ;  caret  invidenda 

Sobrius  aula.  Hou.  Od.  X.  Lib.  I. 

JKetirement,  foother  of  the  wo-worn  breaft. 

By  all  the  good  and  all  the  great  carefs'd  ; 

Thy 
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Thy  fhady  groves,  thy  fields  of  lively  green, 
Where  Contemplation  bends  her  brow  ferene ; 
Thy  rippling  ftreams  that  filver  o'er  the  plain, 
The  mild,  the  peaceful  pleafures  of  thy  reign, 
Invite  the  fong,  be  prefent  at  my  lay. 
And  let  me  chant  along  thy  velvet  way. 

How  blefl:  the  mortal  far  from  gorgeous  care, 
The  tort'ring  badge  that  Vice  and  .Envy  wear  ; 
Far  from  the  rank  that  elevates  mankind. 
To  fhew  their  eyes  the  good  they  left  behind  : 
As  from  the  Alps  the  traveler  tott'ring  flow. 
Bends  o'er  his  native  fields  that  fmile  below  ; 
And  while  the  ftorm  oft  paufes  o'er  the  plain, 
Aflcs  back  his  cottage  and  his  crook  in  vain  ! 
He  cares  not  where  Ambition's  maniacs  rave. 
No  royal  flatt'rer,  and  no  titled  flave  ; 
But  fpurns  behind  him,  as  to  light  he  fprings, 
The  pomp  of  Courtiers,  and  the  pride  of  Kings. 

Nor  finks  his  manly  foul  to  ruder  joys, 
That  love  the  vulgar,  vanity  and  noife. 
Pleafures  like  thefe,  that  bubble  and  are  dead, 
Fly  from  his  peaceful  walks  and  placid  head  ; 
That  noble  breaft  where  fenfc  and  honour  reign, 
Difgrace  and  Folly  toil  to  blot  in  vain. 

Tims 
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Thus  the  foft  breeze,  like  fome  forgotten  dreamy 
Sighs  o'er  the  oil  that  fmooths  the  ruffled  ftream  ; 
Yet  flits  unheeded  o'er  the  wat'ry  glafs, 
Nor  breathes  imprelfion  on  its  cryftal  face. 

This  is  the  Man,  this,  this  Creation's  Lord 
Whom  all  muft  envy,  yet  whom  all  applaud ! 
This  is  the  Man,  "  who,"  crouds  admiring  cry, 
*'  Has  learnt  to  live,  and  trembles  not  to  die ! 
"  Who  wifely  fteer'd,  where  no  loud  tempefts  roar, 
**  No  rocks  tremendous  threaten  from  the  fhore  ; 
*'  But  kept  life's  middle  ftream,  whofe  waters  pad, 
**  Death  frowns  no  more,  and  Heav'n  is  man's  at  laft !" 

Ye  purpled  wretches,  crown'd  with  vice  and  fhame, 
Wretches,  whofe  all  is  vanity  and  name  ; 
Ye  fcept'red  Neros,  pageants  of  an  hour, 
Whofe  god  is  Mammon,  and  whofe  idol  Pow'r ; 
Say,  can  your  bofoms  fmooth  Contentment  know. 
With  Peace  be  gentle,  or  with  Virtue  glow  ? 
Can  hot  Intemp'rance  cool  your  boiling  veins. 
And  yield  to  Virtue  Reafon's  trampell'd  reins  ? 
Can  ftirivell'd  Av'rice  fmooth  the  brow  of  Care, 
Or  pois'nous  Envy  antidote  Defpair  ? 
Can  mad  Ambition,  pow'rs  unfetter'd  luft. 
Bid  you  be  ftill,  and  tell  you,  ye  are  duft  ? 

Go! 
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Go  !  fearch  your  treafures,  mark  the  envious  glance. 

The  he£tic  glow  of  Riot's  revell'd  dance  ; 

Exalt  your  heads,  where  high  Ambition  (hrouds 

His  arm  in  thunders,  and  his  eye  in  clouds  ; 

And  is  it  there  Peace  hides  her  hermit  head. 

Woes  are  no  more,  and  human  wifhes  dead? 

Say,  Wilmot,*  firft  at  Pleafure's  painted  goal ; 

Say,  royal  Richmond,!  with  thy  fhrivell'd  foul; 

Tell,  ftern  Eliza,:|:  thou  whofe  vengeance  dread. 

Fell  Envy  pour'd  on  fad  Maria's  head ; 

Tell,  high-brow'd  Wolfey,  fon  of  fplendid  Care, 

Thou  caftle,  built  of  vanity  and  air ; 

Say,  fleeps  Repofe,  where  Confcience  finds  no  reft  ? 

Does  blifs  enrapture  in  the  guilty  breaft  ? 

While  kings  and  nobles  (hare  the  thorns  of  Woe, 
Some  (till  are  fcatter'd  on  the  crouds  below. 
See  thro'  the  mob,  where  Vice  triumphant  rules. 
And  vacant  Ign'rance  flares  among  her  fools; 
See  Difcontent  her  mutt'ring  lips  conceal! 
And  loud  Contention  threat  the  public  weal ! 
See  Filth  difgufting  wallow  in  her  mire, 
x\nd  Noife  and  Riot  light  eternal  fire  ! 
And,  ah  !  let  Pity  turn  her  dewy  eyes, 
Where  gafping  Penury  unfriended  lies  ; 

*  Wilmot,  Earl  of  Rochefter.  f  Henry  Vll. 

X  Queen  Elizabeth. 

F  Where 
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Where  wild-eyed  Hunger  bows  her  fainting  head, 
i^nd  Sicknefs  fwoons  upon  her  tatter'd  bed! 
There  no  mild  hand  uprears  the  drooping  form, 
No  meek  Benevolence  averts  the  ftorm  ! 
Soft  pillow'd  Eafe,  that  flumbers  off  the  day, 
And  haughty  Grandeur  turn  in  fcorn  away  ; 
Till  he,  whom  Fortune  never  call'd  her  own, 
Sinks  in  the  filent  grave,  unpitied  and  unknown ! 

O  let  me  drop  from  fcenes  fo  full  of  care, 
Rank's  gilded  wrinkles,  and  the  Pauper's  tear  ; 

0  let  me  drop.  Retirement,  to  thy  fhades. 
Thy  bubbling  runnels,  and  thy  filent  glades  ; 
Thy  fields,  where  Chearfulnefs  difports  the  day  ; 
Thy  groves,  where  penfive  filence  loves  to  ftray  ; 
Thy  level  lawns,  each  pafture  and  each  plain. 
And  all  the  beauties  of  thy  woodland  reigri! 

With  thefe,  fufficiency,  content,  and  health, 

1  fcorn  alike  nobility  and  wealth  ; 

Pomp  and  parade,  like  vengeful  furies,  fly. 

And  up  no  heights  ambitious  lift  mine  eye. 

Religion  only,  as  it  only  fhould. 

Will  make  me  noble,  when  it  makes  me  good  ; 

Rich  in  her  fmiles,  I  glory  to  be  man. 

And  life's  no  more  a  fliadow  and  a  fpan. 


How 
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How  fweet  to  rife,  when  Morn's  refulgent  hand 
Waves  o'er  the  bright'ning  flcy  her  magic  wand  ; 
How  fweet  to  rife,  with  manly  Temp'rance  ftrong. 
And  hear  the  Lark  begin  his  quaver'd  fong  ; 
To  view  Creation  fmiling  as  (he  glows, 
And  fee  frefh  Nature  waken  from  repofe ! 
Boaft  ye,  ye  fons  of  Opulence  and  Pow'r, 
Boaft  ye,  'midft  all  your  treafures,  fuch  an  hour  r 
Can  pallid  Sloth  defert  her  downy  reft, 
Or  panting  Afthma  lift  th'  unweildy  breaft  j' 
Does  nightly  Revel  fpring  to  hail  the  iky, 
Or  Riot  wake  with  Animation's  eye  ? 

And,  ah!  when  Ev'nings  **  gradual  dulky  veil" 
Buoys  its  dark  texture  on  the  foften'd  gale, 
How  lov'd  yon  arbour,  where  the  honied  flow'rs 
Bloom  on  the  air,  and  fcent  the  floating  hours ! 
There,  when  bright  Titan  fmks  behind  the  hill. 
And  his  laft  colour's  paint  the  village  rill ; 
How  joys  the  eye,  attentive  to  the  fkies, 
To  ftep  down  flowly  as  he  flowly  dies  ; 
While  ftreams  of  fplendour  roll  along  the  weft. 
And  mark  the  limits  of  his  purple  reft! 
So  finks  the  man,  whofe  confcience  Heav'n  approves, 
Whom  Angels  venerate,  and  Virtue  loves. 
Lamenting  Honour  weeps  upon  his  hearfe. 
And  carves  in  gold  the  monumental  verfe^ 

F  2  While 
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While  Glory  beams  o'er  Death's  retiring  gloom, 
And,  with  unfading  fplcndor,  crowns  his  tomb ! 

Thus  pafs  his  days,  delightful  and  ferene ; 
Thus  lives  the  man,  who  gains  the  Golden  Mean. 
He  fhuns  alike  ambitious  ftorms  of  ftrife. 
And  flies  the  noify  walks  of  vulgar  life ; 
And,  as  Creation  boafts  her  greeneft  birth. 
Where  the  mild  zone  enclafps  the  fmiling  earth  : 
Far  from  the  North,  and  all  its  winters  drear. 
And  where  no  fouthern  fummers  fcorch  the  year  ; 
Thus  joys  his  foul,  thus  fmiles  upon  the  day. 
Where  life's  foft  medium  gilds  his  flow'ry  way  ; 
Where  Plcafure,  pure  as  Heav'n  itfelf  that  fent. 
And  Solitude  fit  dimpled  with  content ; 
Where  Peace  is  pomp.  Humility  a  king. 
And  Nature  boafts  one  unrevolving  fpring. 


TIRANSJLATIONS. 
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ANACRKON.       on.  XIX. 

■J8gg>889ae, 

Jlhe  tippling  earth  drinks  up  the  dew, 
The  trees,  O  tippling  earth  drink  you : 
Neptune  drinks  air  at  ev'ry  motion, 
And  Sol  drinks  Neptune  like  a  potion ; 
Till  madam  Luna,  for  a  light. 
Drinks  up  old  Sol  hirofelf  at  night! 
Why  then  d'ye  hinder  me  from  drinking. 
When  Heav'n  itfelf's  my  way  of  thinking  ? 
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H  yn  fxixatva  wi'vEj, 
Titnt  H  S'lvS'pl  avrh, 
llnBi9a\aa'ra  S'ai/pa;, 
O  J'  H*X(o;  QaXara-av, 
Toy  »'H*X«(iv  ItXhn. 
tI  (xoi  fA.a^ifB'' ,  IrSipo*, 

K'ttvrZ  QihOVTl    TTl'vEIV. 
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TRANSLATION 

or    THE    FIRST    ODE    OF    ANACREON. 

Jr  AiN  would  I  wake  to  life  a  nobler  ftring. 
And  Cadmus  bold,  and  each  Atrides  fing  j 
But  as  my  fingers  fweep  the  founding  lyre. 
The  Loves  alone  the  alter'd  chords  infpire ! 

I  chang'd  the  ftubborn  harp  ;  and  to  rehearfe 
Alcides'  toils,  eflay'd  the  Epic  verfe : 
Still,  as  my  fingers  fweep  the  founding  lyre. 
The  laughing  Loves  the  alter'd  chords  infpire! 

Ah  then  adieu,  ye  heroes  !  to  our  fong, 
No  themes  fo  lofty,  and  fo  loud  belong  ; 
For,  as  my  fingers  fweep  the  warbling  lyre, 
The  Loves  alone  the  tender  chords  infpire  ! 

ORIGINAL. 

©IXaa  ^  Ka5/*ov a^iv 

'"EfMTa  fMVOV  h)(if 
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Kaj  rhv  'Kv^vt  aTras-av* 

"Efiurag  avrefdvtu 
Xcttfotre  XsHj-ov  »ij<*rv, 
*Hpa)Sf,  fi  Xupq  yap 
Movtf J  Iparraj  a*j£<. 


TRANSLATION    OF    HORACE'S    ODE, 

"  SEPTIMI  GADES,"  &c.  Lib.  iU  Od.  ti. 

TO  SEPTIMIUS. 

A.II  lov'd  companion  of  my  future  way 
To  Cadiz  rich,  or  Bifcay's  free-born  fhore, 

Or  the  dread  Syrtes,  where  with  turbid  play. 
The  waters  wild  in  boiling  volumes  roar  ; 

O  may  fair  Tivoli,  whofe  peaceful  breaft 
Bleft  Argos  lov'd,  the  labour  of  its  years. 

Give  to  my  filver  age  its  promis'd  reft. 

Soothe  all  its  toils,  and  wipe  away  its  tears! 

«  O  may 
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If  fate,  iinjufl:,  my  eager  fteps  withhold, 

Quick  let  me  turn,  where  thro'  the  flow'ry  plain, 

Galefus,  lov'dby  all  the  wool-clad  fold,  n 

Guides  his  mild  wave  ;  Phalantus'  rural  reign ! 

To  me  far  lovelier  than  each  circling  (liore. 
That  fmiling  fpot  falutes  my  ravifh'd  eyes! 

There  fweet  Hymettus  brings  her  honied  ftore. 
And  rich  Venafrum  fees  her  olive  rife! 

There  verdant  Spring  fits  fmiling  on  the  year. 
And  foften'd  Winter  fmoothes  his  icy  frown  ; 

Nor  envies  Aulon,  with  his  vineyards  fair. 
The  purple  groves  that  gay  Falernum  crown ! 

Thefe  h.appy  fields,  thefe  happy  hills,  once  more 
Call  us  away,  and  catch  the  raptur'd  eye  I 

Here  on  your  poet's  allies  fhall  you  pour 

Friendihip's  warm  tear,  and  Pity's  plaintive  figh! 


OPJGINAL. 
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ORIGINAL. 

AD      S  E  P  T  1  M  I  U  M . 

Septimi  Gades  aditure  mecum,  et 
Cuntabnim  indo£lum  juga  ferre  noflra,  et 
Barbaras  Syrtes,  ubi  Maura  femper 

\  iEftuat  unda  ; 

Tibur  Argeo  pofitum  colono 
Sit  me£  fedes  utinam  fenedze  ; 
Sit  modus  laflb  maris,  et  viarum, 

Militia  que 

Unde  fi  Parcas  prohibent  iniqua;, 
Dulce  pellitis  ovibus  Galefi 
Flumen,  et  regnata  petam  Laconi 

Rura  Phalanto. 

Ille  terrarum  mihi  propter  omnes 
Angulus  ridet  ;  ubi  non  Hymetto 
Mclla  decedent,  viridique  certat 

Bacca  Venafro. 

Ver  ubi  longum,  tepidafquc  prasbet 

Jupiter  brumas,  et  amicus  Aulon 

Fertilis  Baccho  minimum  Falernis 

Invidet  uvis. 
G  2  Ille 
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Ille  te  mecum  locus,  et  beatas 
Poftulant  Arces  :  ibi  tu  calentem 
Debita  fparges  lacryma  favillam 

Vatis  amici. 


PARAPHRASE 


OF 


Horace's  ode  "  integer  vitje,"  &c.* 

The  man,  my  friend,  that  in  his  breafl: 
With  ev'ry  purer  virtue's  bleft. 
Safe  in  his  own  approving  heart 
Needs  not  the  Moor's  protecling  dart. 
Nor  feeks  to  bend  againft  the  foe 
With  nervous  arm  the  pliant  bow. 
Nor  o'er  his  jieck  throws,  proudly  great. 
The  quiver  big  with  pois'nous  fate. 

Whether  on  Afric's  defer t  coafl:, 
Mid  burning  fands  his  fteps  are  loft  ; 
Or  where  Caucafian  rocks  on  high 
Lift  their  proud  fummits  to  the  flcy, 

*  Prize  Tranflaiion  in  the  Monthly  Preceptor. 

Heap'd 
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Heap'd  with  inhofpitable  fnow 
Pale  gleaming  o'er  the  plains  below, 
Or  where  the  dreams  romantic  glide 
Of  foft  Hydafpc's  filver  tide. 

For,  as  along  the  Sabine  grove 
I  fling  the  beauties  of  my  love. 
And  free  from  care,  too  diftant  ftray'd 
Within  its  dark  embow'ring  Ihade  ; 
The  prowling  wolf,  with  blood-lliot  eve, 
Unarm'd  beheld  me  wand'ring  nigh  ; 
And,  v/hile  I  fliook  in  filent  dread, 
With  howls  the  rav'ning  monfter  fled  ! 

Such,  the  grim  terror  of  the  wood. 
Ne'er  learnt  to  lap  the  trav'ller's  blood, 
Or  from  the  panting  victim  tore 
The  quiv'ring  limbs  with  ftiflid  roar. 
Where  Daunia's  fpreading  oaks  arife 
In  rugged  grandeur  to  the  fkies  ; 
Or  where  the  Moorifli  lion  ftalks 
With  monarch  pride  his  arid  walks. 

O  lay  me,  where  Sol's  gayeft  child. 

Refulgent  Summer,  never  fmil'd  ; 

Nor  Zephyr's  mild  rcfreOiing  breeze 

Fann'd  the  rich  foliage  of  the  trees  j 

Where 
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Where  ev'ry  black  portentous  cloud 
And  all  the  foggy  vapours  croud. 
When  angry  Jove  in  noxious  air 
Extends  his  arm  for  vengeance  bare  ; 

O  lay  me,  M-here  Sol  driving  high 
Flames  wide  along  the  fultry  fl<;y, 
No  roof,  beneath  his  parching  ray, 
To  foothe  the  pilgrim's  weary  way  ; 
Yet,  yet  will  I,  nor  afk  for  more, 
My  lovely  Lalage  adore ; 
Her,  who  each  love  wing'd  hour  beguiles, 
As  foft  fhe  fpeaks,  and  fweet  fhe  fmiles ! 


ORIGINAL. 


•»(99I55I©0, 


JInteger  Vitas,  fceleris  que  purus 
Non  egit  Mauri  jaculis  nee  arcu. 
Nee  venenatis  gravida  fagittis, 

Phufce,  pharetra ; 

Sive  per  Syrtes  iter  aeftuofas, 

Sive  fa£lurus  per  inhofpitalem 

Caucafum,  vel  quas  loca  fabulofus 

Lambit  Hydafpes. 

Namquc 
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Namque  me  fylva  lupus  in  Sabina 
Dum  meam  canto  Lalagen,  et  ultra 
Terminum  curis  vagor  expcditus 


Fugit  inermem. 


4 

Quale  portentum  neque  milltaris 
Daunia  in  latis  alit  efculetis  ; 
Nee  Jubas  tellus  general  leonuin 
Arida  nutrix. 

Pone  me  pigris  iibi  nulla  campis 
Arbor  asftiva  recreatur  aura  ; 
Quod  iatus  mundi  nebulas  malufquc 
Jupiter  urget : 

Pone  fub  curru  nimium  propinqui 
Soils  in  terra  domibus  negata ; 
Dulce  ridentem  Lalagen  amabo, 

Dulce  loquentem. 


SONNETS, 
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SONNET. 

TO    SENSIBILITY. 

— »®«— 

Sister  of  Love,  thro'  yon  deferted  grove 
That  warbleft  fweet  thy  lorn,  romantic  tale. 

Or  by  the  mould'ring  abbey  lov'ft  to  rove, 
And  aflc  the  pity  of  the  fighing  gale : 

To  thee,  foft  pow'r,  the  gently-throbbing  breafl:. 
And  am'rous  glance,  and  love-lorn  lay  belong  ; 

To  thee,  the  vov^r  to  Love  and  her  confeft, 

Whofe  name  fo  oft  has  grac'd  her  Henry's  fong ! 

And  O,  let  ev'ry  fonder  thought  fhe  knows. 
With  gayeft  hope  on  this  blefl:  bofom  dwell, 

Where  ftill  with  veftal  fire  affedlion  glows. 
Still  boafts  her  trueft,  tenderefl  tale  to  tell! 

O  let  her  bid  the  rapt'rous  hour  awake, 

When  Time  (hall  envy  bonds  he  cannot  break  I 

H  2  SONNET. 
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SONNET. 

ON     THE    SICKNESS    OF    ELIZA. 

<ma99(S>  ■^■®9>9>9  ■ 

JLiow  on  the  bed  of  ficknefs,  pale  and  weak, 

Ah,  Pity  !  fee  the  foft  Eliza  lie, 
While  ftill  Confumption  o'er  her  mournful  cheek 

Trails  his  lank  form,  and  faddens  in  her  eye. 

So  twining  hideous  thro'  the  rofe-bed  fair, 
The  long,  lean  lizard,  drags  his  flimy  way  ; 

While  on  the  bofom  of  the  pitying  air. 
It  breathes  the  dying  fragrance  of  decay. 

Thofc  beauteous  lips,  where  health  impurpled  bright, 
Thofe  lips,  where  melody  in  ne6lar  hung, 

Thofe  lips,  how  fade  they  from  the  ravifti'd  fight. 

Pale  the  warm  glow,  and  hufh'd  the  warbling  tongue  } 

Ah,  when  again  (hall  wake  their  gentle  fong. 

That  charm'd  this  ear,  and  thrill'd  this  heart  fo  long ! 


THE 
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THE  NEGRO  BOY, 

A    BALLAD. 

Paiipcrias  onus  visa  est  grave. 

Cold  blows  the  wmd,  and  while  the  tear 
Burfts  trembling  from  my  fwollen  eyes, 
The  rain's  big  drops  quick  meet  it  there, 
And  on  my  naked  bofom  flies! 

O  pity,  all  ye  fons  of  Joy, 
The  little  wand'ring  Negro-boy. 

Thefe  tatter'd  clothes,  this  ice-cold  breaft 

By  Winter  harden'd  into  fteel, 
Thefe  eyes,  that  know  not  foothing  reft, 
But  fpeak  the  half  of  what  I  feel ! 

Long,  long,  I  never  new  one  joy, 
The  little  wand'ring  Negro-boy  ! 

Cannot  the  figh  of  early  grief 

Move  but  one  charitable  mind  ?     . 
Cannot  one  hand  afford  relief? 
One  Chriftian  pity,  and  be  kind  ? 

Weep,  weep,  for  thine  was  never  joy, 
O  little  wand'ring  Negro-boy ! 

Is 
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Is  there  a  good  which  men  call  Pleafurc  ? 

O  Ozmyn,  would  that  it  were  thine ! 
Give  me  this  only  precious  treafure  ; 
How  it  would  foften  grief  like  minel 

Then  Ozmyn  might  be  call'd,  with  joy, 
The  little  wand'ring  Negro-boy  ! 

My  limbs  thefe  twelve  long  years  have  borne 
The  rage  of  ev'ry  angry  wind; 
Yet  ftill  does  Ozmyn  weep  and  mourn. 
Yet  ftill  no  eafe,  no  reft  can  find  ! 

Then  Death,  alas,  muft  foon  deftroy 
The  little  wand'ring  Negro-boy ! 

No  forrow  e'er  difturbs  the  reft, 

That  dwells  within  the  lonely  grave  ; 
Thou  beft  refource  the  wo-wrung  breaft 
E'er  afk'd  of  Heav'n,  or  Heav'n  e'er  gave! 

Ah  then,  farewell,  vain  world,  with  joy 
I  die  the  happy  Negro-boy  ! 


SONG. 
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SONG.    TO  ELIZA. 

J[f  to  mine  eye,  like  thy  fair  cheek, 
The  rofe  foft  pleafure  could  impart  ; 

Its  flow'r  with  eagernefs  I'd  feek, 
And  always  wear  it  on  my  heart. 

For  where  thy  image  loves  to  refl, 

'Twould  bloom  with  ftill  redoubled  glow  ; 

The  panting  foil  that  warms  my  breaft. 
No  kinder,  gentler,  Sun  can  know. 


SONNET. 

September  8,  1800. 

Say,  foft  Eliza,  good  as  thou  art  fair. 
Lives  one  fond  hope  in  Love's  diftra6led  breaft  ? 

Muft  ftill  the  thrilling  horrors  of  Defpair 
Fade  my  wan  cheek,  and  canker  all  my  reft  ? 

Alas  !  thy  tongue,  that  faulters  to  conceal, 

Thy  face  averted,  and  thy  fearful  eye. 
Too  foon  the  rending  anfwer  will  reveal. 

That  bids  the  fond  and  faithful  Henry  die ! 

To 
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To  leave  a  world,  where  difappointment,  fighs, 
And  tears,  and  anguifh,  all  were  left  for  me, 

Is  not  the  fentcnce  that  my  bofom  flies  ; 
No,  fair  Eliza,  'tis  a  worfe  decree  : 

From  that  fweet  form  to  tear  thefe  flreaming  eyes, 
And  live  no  more  to  love  and  live  for  thee ! 


■•v^'yi^VJiKiS.^^^^'^'^"^'" 


SONNET  TO  EVE. 

September  10,   1800. 

OuEEN  of  the  balmy  Peace  that  foothes  my  breaft, 

A.S  oft  I  linger  in  thy  dewy  reign  ; 
Whofe  gentle  fighs  lull  Nature  into  rcfl, 

Whofe  fober  fliadows  mellow  o'er  the  plain. 

How  fweet  to  wander  thro'  the  duflcy  vale, 
When  Philomela  weeps  her  bleeding  woes  ; 

"When  plaintive  murmurings  thro'  the  grove  prevail. 
And  purling  runnels  bubble  to  rcpofe  ! 

*Tis  then  the  influence  of  thy  placid  wand 
Steals  into  folemn  thought  my  penfive  mind ; 

I  bow  enraptur'd  to  thy  foft'ning  hand  ; 

And  oft  on  yon  old  mofs-grown  bank  reclin'd, 

Lifl:  to  the  breeze  that  whifpers  thy  command, 
While  Fancy  fighs  each  echo  from  behind  ! 

SONNET. 
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SONNET. 

— *^s>«— 


September  10,   1800. 
Sweet  are  the  breezes  that  the  lovely  morn 

Scatters  around  the  glories  of  her  way  ; 
Sweet  are  the  fober  tints  that  eve  adorn. 

And  fweet  the  radiance  of  the  noon-tide  day. 

But  ah  !  how  fweet  is  Love's  enraptur'd  figh  ! 

How  fweet  the  modeft  blufh  that  dyes  his  check ! 
How  fweet  the  glancing  fplendor  of  his  eye. 

Splendors  that  warm,  and  fplendors  that  can  fpeak ! 

Mild  as  the  air,  that  breathes  the  vernal  fhow'r. 
Is  the  foft  whifper  of  the  vow  of  Love  ; 

Soft  as  the  fhadovvs  of  the  floating  hour, 

Soft  as  the  pearly  dew  that  decks  the  grove  ; 

And,  fair  Eliza,  if  that  Love  has  pow'r, 

Thefe  heav'nly  pleafures  fhall  our  bofoms  prove. 

■ii"iiiiiiili>TT-g"^??TyT<lliiiiiininwi 
THE    MAD    GTRl's    SONG. 

September  11,  1800. 
JLiiE  lily  enamels  the  vale. 

And  rofes  they  purple  above  ; 
But  how  can  their  glories  prevail 

With  a  fmile  from  the  lips  of  my  Love  ? 

I  But 
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But  my  Love,  he  was  falfe  and  unkind, 
When  he  bade  me  depart  from  the  grove: 

And  I'll  go  :  for  I  have  not  a  mind 

That  v^^ill  laugh  at  the  frov/ns  of  my  Love. 

I'll  pick  up  the  flow'rs  that  are  dead, 

And  deck  all  my  bofom  fo  gay, 
That  Love  Ihall  come  patting  my  head, 

And  fteal  all  their  bloflbms  away. 
But,  no  ;  he  fha'nt  rob  me  of  thefe, 

Refufal  his  wifhes  fhall  prove  ; 
For  he  would  not,  my  paffions  to  pleafe, 

Infpire  the  cold  breaft  of  my  Love. 

I  will  vifit  the  Cyprefs  fo  fad, 

That  hangs  o'er  the  dark  fhadov/M  grave  ; 
And  I  know,  tho'  they  tell  me  I'm  mad. 

That  I'll  tear  off  its  branches  to  wave. 
O,  and  then  a  fweet  garland  I'll  twine. 

And  (liew  all  my  friends  how  I  wove  ; 
And  all,  but  the  leaves  fhall  be  mine, 

For  I'll  give  all  the  green  to  my  Love. 

But  my  Love,  I'm  afraid,  wont  be  prefs'd 
To  take  the  poor  gift,  tho*  fo  fmart : 

For  he  fcorn'd  this  fond  fluttering  breafl:, 
And  all  the  warm  wealth  of  my  heart. 


Then 
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Then  I'll  keep  it  and  twine  in  my  hair 
The  green,  and  the  boughs  that  I  wove; 

And  when  it  fliall  fade  away  there, 
Sing  dirges  to  it  and  my  Love. 


fty«!^*^^!U^\iS^.^«^*»« 


SONNET. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    LOPEZ    DE    VEGA. 

Tv  ELL,  if  I  muft,  I  think  I  might  begin, 
But  your  long  Sonnets  are  fo  horrid  hard  ; 

Yet  foft,  I've  got  in  a  poetic  pin ; 

Wond'rous !  one  ftavc's  dropp'd  out  this  head  of  lard  ! 

Well,  I'll  be  hang'd  if  I  know  what  to  fay: 
"Why  how  !  I've  tumbled  on  another  line  ; 

O  admirandum  !  Phcebus  fmiles  to  day  ; 

Another  1  Well,  now,  don't  ye  think,  I  fiiinc. 

Ah  !  I  {ball  faint  !  Poor  Pegafus  wont  drive  ! 

What !  At  the  Tenth  !  Heav'ns,   how  the  Mufcs  fug ! 
An't  I  the  comicallefl  dog  alive  ? 

How  now  !  Twelve  bits  to  this  poetic  rag  ! 
Fire  and  amazement !  keep  it  up  !  You'll  beat  'em  ; 
Add  up,  my  lads !  There's  Fourteen,  or  I'll  eat  *em. 

1  3  TO 


GO  SONNETS. 

TO    ZEPHYR. 

IMITATED    FROM    THE    SPANISH. 

•••>*<■••• 

November  1",   1800. 

jMliLD  Zephyr,  o'er  the  verdant  grove, 

That  fport'fl:  in  April's  dew^y  ray, 
.O  hear  the  tender  fighs  of  love. 

And  wave  thy  wings  and  come  away ! 

If  e'er  his  plaints  have  reach'd  thine  ear. 

If  e'er  his  tears  have  met  thine  eye, 
Go,  tell  Eliza,  gentle  Air, 

I  weep,  I  languifli,  and  I  die! 

Eliza  once  my  fondnefs  knew, 

Eliza  once  that  fondnefs  bleft  ; 
Eliza  frowns ;  I  fear  to  woo. 

And  hide  the  pang  that  rends  my  breaft. 

O  go  ;  and  yon  refulgent  ball. 

And  bounteous  Heav'n  thy  care  fhall  pay, 

And  melt  the  fnow-drops  as  they  fall, 
Where'er  thou  tak'ft  thy  evening  play. 

And 


SONNETS.  Ql 


And  where  thou  wav'ft  thy  airy  wing, 
No  chilling  rains  fhall  patter  there  ; 

No  driving  hail  deform  thy  Spring; 
Go,  figh  my  forrows,  gentle  Air. 


PASTORALS, 


■I  .aoocxs»cac>c>oc 
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•  PASTORALS. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    VIRGIL    AND    POPE, 


PASTORAL  I. 

•■•■>♦<•••• 
Season,  Spring. Time,  Morning, 

ADDRESSED 

TO  GEORGE,  EARL  OF  GUILFORD. 


■Arcades  ambo 


Et  cantare  pares,  et  refpondere  parati. 

ViRG.  iEclog»  vii-  V.  4. 
— »<M<— 

jIn  fair  Oxonia  firft,  with  vernal  flow'rs 

I  crown  the  INIufe  that  cheers  my  peaceful  hours  ; 

Mild  Ifis,  echo  to  the  rural  fong, 

That  humbly  fkims  thy  filver  ftream  along  ; 

Ye  willows,  quiv'ring  o'er  your  waters  play, 

And  nod  foft  plaudits  to  the  whifp'ring  lay. 

IMITATIONS. 
V.  1.     In  fair  Oxonia  Jirjl  .'\     Pope  opens  his  Panorals  by 
"  Firft  in  thefe  fields  I  try  the  fylvan  ftrains." 

K  Offspring 
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Oft'spring  of  him,  bclov'd  by  Ileav'n,  who  join'd 
The  nobleft  wifdom  with  the  purefi;  mind. 
Attend  the  verfe;  nor  thofe,  thy  peers  among, 
Who  on  thy  patriot  voice  fo  oit  have  hung, 
Difdain  thefe  early  numbers  to  receive, 
That  in  the  funfhine  of  thv  imiles  would  live. 
So  round  the  gen'rous  oak  the  mazy  vine 
Loves,  in  gay  wreathes,  his  infant  leaves  to  twine  ;. 
Yet  bluOies,  as  it  pays  admiring  court. 
And  purples  grateful  o'er  its  high  fupport. 

Fair  Morn  yer  linger'd  in  the  op'ning  eaft. 
And  carelefs  tints  on  diftant  mountains  caft  ; 
When  three  young  Shepherds,  o'er  the  fpreading  lawn. 
With  early  warbiings  hail'd  the  fmiling  dawn  ; 
Till,  as  they  pour'd  their  gather'd  flocks  along. 
Thus  gentle  Hylas  flopp'd  the  flowing  fong : 

IIYLAS. 

Lov'd  Swains,  the  fav 'rites  of  the  rural  Mu(e, 
See  waking  morn  her  purple  rays  diff^ufe  ; 
Smooth  Ifis'  ftreams  refle6led  fplendor  yield. 
And  gay,  green  Spring,  enrobes  the  circling  field  ; 

IMITATIONS. 

V.  21.     7///,  as  they  four' d.'] 

Pour'd  o'er  the  whLt'ning  vales  their  fleecy  care. 

Pope. 

Come 
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Come  then  ;  the  ^Mufcs  love  the  vernal  year  ; 
Let  fongs,  alternate,  fwell  the  cooling  air  ; 
While  in  yon  waving  Elm's  embow'ring  fhade, 
In  decent  fhew  the  rural  fead:  be  laid. 
Damon,  begin  ;  your  gentle  reed  infpire  ; 
Then,  Thyrns,  anfwer  with  Apollo's  fie 

DAMON.  ] 

What  fay  you,  Thyrfis?   I,  unfkilful  fvvain, 
Tune  the  mean  pipe  along  the  diliant  plain  ; 
And  (lake  this  crook,  with  iv'ry  head,  as  fair, 
As  Delia's  neck,  or  Daphne's  flaxen  hair. 

THYESIS. 

And  I  this  horn,  which  firfl:  my  grand-fire  found. 
And  thro'  the  hollow  pour'd  the  lenth'ning  found  i 
A  ring  of  gold  enclafps  the  graceful  curve. 
His  bright  reward  whofe  fongs  the  prize  deferve. 

DAMON. 

Fair  blooming  youth,  O  leave  Idalia's  grove. 
Thy  feafts  ambrofial,  and  thv  Pfyche's  love  ; 
Glow  thro'  the  verfe,  and  fmooth  the  ruftic  lays 
That  feek  no  theme,  but  thine  eternal  praifc. 

IMIl  ATION'S. 
V.  28.     Let  fongs  aUernate.'] 

Alternis  rlicetis.  ViRO.Ecl.  3.  v.  59. 

V.  33.     What  Jay  you,  Thyrfts  ?'] 

Vis  ergo,  inter  nos,  quid  poffit  utcrque,  vlcilEm 
Experiamur?  Virg,  Eel.  3.  v.  28. 

K 'i  THYRSIS. 
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THYRSIS. 

Melodious  Phoebus,  all  my  mind  infpire 

With  Hayley's  air,  or  Southey's  kindl'ing  fire;    . 

That  not  unequal  to  the  talk  may  prove 

Of  finging  Delia's  charms,  and  Delia's  love, 

DAMON. 

Me  laughing  Daphne  foftly  lurks  behind. 
Pelts  the  fmooth  plum,  then  trips  along  the  wind  ; 
Yet,  while  the  bufli  conceals  with  fweet-briar  green. 
She  laughs  aloud,  and  v»'iflies  to  be  feen. 

THYRSIS. 

While  lovely  Delia  leads  the  floating  dance. 
At  each  quick  ftep  fhe  darts  the  fide-long  glance  ; 
While,  winking  round,  in  ev'ry  foft  retreat, 
How  much  her  eyes  belie  her  fporting  feet. 

IMITATIONS, 

V.  43.     Melodious  PhocbusJ] 

Infpire  me,  Phoebus,  in  my  Delia's  praife, 

With  Waller's  art  or  Granville's  moving  lays*  Pope. 

V.  49.     Me  laughhig  Daphne.  ] 

Malo  me  Galatea  petit  lafciva  puella, 

Et  fugit  ad  falices,  et  fe  cupit  ante  videri. 

ViRG.  Eel.  3,  V,  64. 
V.  55.     While  lovely  Delia.'] 

Thefprightly  Sylvia  trips  along  the  green, 

She  runs,  but  hopes  fhe  does  not  run  unfeen, 

While  a  kind  glance  at  her  purfiier  flies. 

How  much  at  variance  are  her  feet  and  eyes.  Pope. 

DAMON. 
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DAMON. 


Sweet  May  is  faithful  to  the  honey'd  flow'rs, 
March  to  the  winds,  and  April  to  the  fliow'rs  ; 
Yet  ftill  more  conftant,  while  her  Damon's  here, 
Is  charming  Daphne  all  the  varied  year. 


THYRSIS. 


Fair  Morning  loves  to  court  the  tepid  breeze, 
Mild  Eve  the  cooler,  Noon  the  fliady  trees  ; 
Yet  more  than  all,  my  Delia  joys  to  play. 
Where  faithful  Thyrfis  leads  his  flocks  away. 


DAMON. 


The  peaceful  Olive  fage  Minerva  bears, 
Bacchus  the  Vine,  the  Myrtle  Venus  wears; 
Yet  while  my  Fair  admires  the  vi'let  blue. 
The  vine,  fweet  flow'r,  and  myrtle,  yield  to  you. 


IMITATIONS. 

V.  65.     The  peaceful  Olive.'\ 

Populus  Alcida  gratifTiina,  vitis  laccho, 
Formosd;  myrtus  Veneri,  fua  laurea  Phoebo. 
Phyllis  araat  corylos  :   illas  dum  Phyllis  amabit, 
Nee  myrtus  vincet  corylos,  nee  laurea  Phoebi. 

ViRG.  Eel.  7.  V.  6l. 
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THYRSIS. 


The  hardy  Oak  is  monarch  of  the  plains. 
O'er  the  foft  flrcam  the  mournful  Willow  reigns  ; 
If  Delia  love  the  Rofe,  with  blufhes  gay, 
The  Oak  and  Willow  ihall  the  Rofe  obey. 


DAMON. 


When  hoary  Winter  chains  our  fields  in  froft. 
And  lively  Verdure  in  his  fnows  is  loft; 
If  Daphne  fmile,  ftern  Winter  frowns  no  more. 
And  greener  verdure  crov/ns  the  flow'ry  fliore. 

THYRSIS. 

When  thirfty  Sirius  rages  o'er  the  fields, 
And  fainting  Nature  to  the  tyrant  yields, 
In  Delia's  prefence,  her  enliv'ning  eye 
Sparkles  with  life,  and  fplendor  paints  the  iky. 

IMITATIONS. 
V.  69.     Tie  hardy  Oak^j 

Fraxinus  in  fylvis  pulcherrima,  pinus  in  hortis, 
Popuhis  in  fluviis,  abies  in  montibiis  altisj 
Soepiiis  at  si  me,  Lycida  formofe,  revifas, 
Fraxinus  in  fylvis  cedat  tibi,  pinus  in  hoitis. 

ViRG.Ecl.  7.  V.  65. 

V.  77.     If 'he  ft  thhjly  Ryri%is.'\ 

Aret  agerj  vitio  moriens  fitit  aeris; 

Phyllidis  adventu  noftra:  nemus  omne  vireblt .       Eel.  T.  v,  57. 

DAMON. 
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DAMON. 

If  in  feme  diftant  grove  my  Daphne  roam. 
Far  from  her  (hepherd's  flock  and  native  home  ; 
Hulh'd  are  the  birds,  the  forrov/ing  flow'rs  droop  low ; 
And  the  dull  flreams  in  languid  filence  flow, 

THYRSIS. 

If  cruel  Delia  from  her  Thyrfis  hide, 
By  yon  dark  elm,  or  Thames  fedge-mantled  fide  ; 
In  vain  bright  Titan  gilds  the  burnifli'd  plains  ; 
He  foothes  the  lead  who  fmiles  upon  our  pains. 

DAMON. 

Ah,  yield  thee,  Thyrfis  ;  or  with  promptnefs  tell. 
What  fweet  is  that  from  fliow'ring  Heav'n  that  fell , 
Unfold  the  riddle,  and  the  crook  is  thine, 
To  curb  the  goats  that  crop  the  early  vine. 

fTHYRSIS. 

Yet  boafl:  not  Damon  ;  firfl  that  fiow'r  declare. 
That  joins  a  metal  with  a  virgin  fair  ; 
Then  his  loud  horn  fliall  conquer 'd  Thyrfis  yield, 
And  all  the  praifcs  of  the  wond'ring  field. 

IMITATIONS. 

V.  SI,     If  In  fame  dijlant  grove.'\ 

—At  si  formofiii  Alexis 

Montibua  his  ubeat,  videas  et  fluiiiina  ficca. 

ViRG.  Eel.  7,  V.  53. 
H\LAS. 
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IIYLAS. 

Equal  in  wit,  and  in  the  flowing  ryhme, 
In  years  tho'  greener  than  the  youthful  lime. 
Admir'd  by  Phcebus,  and  by  Love  carefs'd, 
Who  can  difcern  the  youth,  who  fings  the  beft  ? 
Blefl;  in  unrivall'd  Friendfhip,  ftill  maintain 
Th'  admiring  plaudit  of  each  humbler  fwain  ; 
While  to  thee,  Damon,  this  tranfparent  horn, 
That  clear  refle£l:s  the  purple  tints  of  Morn, 
Glad,  I  adjudge ;  and,  Thyrfis,  to  thy  care. 
Commit  this  crook  with  mounting  iv'ry  fair. 
But  hafle  away  ;   the  fweet  repaft  is  laid,  • 
Inviting  Hunger  in  the  rural  fliade  : 
Put  up  your  pipes :  the  birds  your  notes  prolong  ; 
Let  them  take  up  the  warb'Iing  of  the  fong. 

IMITATIONS. 
V.  100.     Who  can  difcern.'] 

Non  noftruin  inter  vos  tantas  componere  lites. 

ViRG.  Eel.  3.  V.  108, 

V.  109.    Put  up  your  Fifes.'} 

Clavidite  jam  rivos,  piieri.  Virg.  Eel.  3.  v.  111. 


PASTORAL  II. 
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PASTORAL    IL 


Season,    Sum77ier. Ti.me,  Nooti. 

ADDRESSED 

TO     MASTER    F.    H.    PAPENDIECK. 


-  Tantus  dolor  urit  amantes. 

Ovid,  Met.  lib,  iv.  v.  278. 

— »®^— 

JIn  Windfor  groves,  where  cooling  Zephyrs  play. 
And  Thames  fmooth  waters  guide  their  chryftal  way, 
The  gather'd  Swains,  with  rural  labour  tir'd. 
Sought  the  mild  breezes,  and  the  reed  infpir'd ; 
While,  where  the  oaks  hang  round  their  ample  (hade. 
Their  crooks  ncgle£led,  and  the  flocks  were  laid. 
Soft  as  they  fung,  along  the  verdant  fliore. 
The  feather'd  fongfters  feem'd  to  charm  no  more ; 
All  Nature  fmil'd  ;  gay  fprung  the  blooming  flow'rs, 
And  harmlefs  Mirth  led  on  the  dancing  hours. 

Fred'rick,  attend  ;  hear  one  fad  lay  complain, 
^That  to  our  friendfhip  adds  this  length'ning  chain  ; 

IMITATIONS. 

V.  7.     Soft  as  thej/utig.li 

Soft  as  he  mourn'd  the  dreams  forgot  to  flow.  Popc. 

L 
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How  fwains,  the'  faithful  as  thyfelf,  have  mourn'd 
AfFe£lion  fcorn'd,  orfriendfliip  unreturn'd  ; 
Hear  all  the  griefs,  and  all  the  ills  of  love  ; 
For  thou  can'ft  pity,  and  may  chance  approve. 

Alone  retir'd  from  this  enliv'ning  fcenc, 
Palemon  flowly  pac'd  the  diftant  green  ; 
Where,  on  his  head,  Sol  pour'd  his  burning  ray, 
And,  in  hot  fplendor,  flam'd  the  cloudlefs  day  : 
Loofe,  o'er  his  fhoulders,  fell  his  airy  flute, 
So  lively  once,  but  now  fo  fadly  mute  ; 
O'er  his  blue  eyes  his  flaxen  trefTes  hung. 
While  mournful  thus  in  gentle  plaint  he  fung: — 

Ye  radiant  fun-beams,  parching  from  above, 
Ah  fierce,  indeed,  but  not  fo  fierce  as  Love ; 
Ye  fields  of  azure  fapphire,  fparkling  fair. 
And  ye,  beneath,  that  Summer's  verdure  wear, 
All  Nature,  liften  to  the  piteous  lay, 
That  longs,  like  you,  yet  fickens  to  be  gay  5 
And,  oh,  if  Grief  fhould  fpoil  the  heart-felt  verfc. 
Him  pity  moft,  who  fails  it  to  rehearfe. 

Ah  !  thinks  my  Rofalind,  what  reftlefs  pain. 
Her  faithlefs  breaft  inflifts  upon  her  fwain  ; 
While  o'er  the  thirfty  fields  he  feeks  to  trace 
Some  footftcp  printed  on  the  trodden  grafs! 

fond, 
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Fond,  fimplc  youth,  when,  joying  in  her  love, 
Thy  Rofalinda  fought  the  fhady  grove. 
Where  oft  enraptur'd  on  the  bank  fhe  flood. 
As  in  the  blufhing  flream  my  face  I  view'd; 
And  told  me,  bending  o'er  the  gurgling  wave. 
Not  Morn  herfelf  fuch  lovely  blufhes  gave ; 
Why  did  I  eager  drink  her  perjur'd  praife, 
Why  round  her  head  enwreathe  the  grateful  bays  ? 
Yet  cruel  Love  ftill  wrings  my  wo-worn  breaft. 
Nor  laughing  Summer  brings  Palemon  reft  ! 

Come,  view  my  cottage,  that,  on  yonder  hill, 
Climbs  o'er  the  hedge,  and  looks  upon  the  rill ; 
O'er  its  fmooth  top  the  bow'ring  elm  furvey, 
That  (hades  my  windows  from  the  fcorching  ray  ; 
While  creeping  upwards  on  its  cover'd  fide 
The  winding  ivy  mounts  in  verdant  pride. 
Around,  like  filver  peeping  from  the  grafs, 
Thame's  fubjed:  ftream  diredls  its  waves  of  glafs  ; 
Till  fpreading  flowly  as  it  onward  moves. 
It  bounds  below,  and  rufhes  to  the  groves. 
Here  will  we  love  ;  and  when  the  bright-eyed  Morn 
Wakes  to  new  light  and  life  the  purpling  Dawn, 

IMITATIONS. 
V.  40.     /is  hi  the  blufmng  ftream,'\ 

Nuper  me  in  litore  vidi, 

Quum  placidum  ventis  ftaret  mare.        Virg.  Eel.  2.  v.  25. 

V,  47.     Come^  -uievj  my  collage.^ 

O  deign  to  vifit  ovir  forfaken  feats.         Pope. 

h  2  Thy 
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Thy  liquid  voice  in  heav'nly  notes  {hall  rife 

With  my  low  flute,  foft  warbling  to  the  fkies  ; 

Or  if  it  pleafe  thee  better,  from  the  cotes. 

Thy  tender  hand  fliall  drive  the  udder'd  goats: 

While  round  the  plain,  where  frefli'ning  Zephyrbreathes, 

Thy  careful  fwain  the  colour'd  garland  wreathes  j 

To  deck  thy  bofom,  or  attentive  fpread 

The  rifled  Summer  on  thy  bafhful  head  ! 

The  yelling  lion  pants  the  wolf  to  feize, 
The  wolf  the  kid,  the  kid  the  tender  trees  ; 
The  fad  Palemon,  with  enquiring  eyes, 
And  eager  hafte,  for  Rofalinda  flies  ; 
Yet  the  fierce  lion  lives  not  in  his  breafl:. 
No  favage  Hunger  robs  his  foul  of  refl ; 
Love,  gentle  Love,  the  fhepherd's  anxious  care. 
Urges  him  on,  and  (hews  the  promis'd  fair  ; 
Yet  as  I  hafte  to  clafp  her  in  thefe  arms. 
Fled  is  her  form,  and  all  her  glowing  charms ! 

IMITATIONS. 

V.  59*     thy  liquid  veice.^ 

Mecum  vina  in  fylvis  iraitabere  Pana  canendo. 

ViRG.  Eel.  2,v.  31. 
V.  62.     Tij  tender  hand.'] 

H^dorum  que  gregem  viridi  compellere  hibifco. 

ViRG.  Eel.  2  v.SO. 
V,  67.     The  jelling  Lion.} 

Torva  lesna  lupum  fequitur;  lupus  ipfe  capellam  ; 

Florentem  cytifuin  fequitur  lafeiva  capella. 

Vi«G.  Eel.  2.  V.  63, 

And 
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And  is  it  thus,  malicious  god,  the  youth 
Is  robb'd  of  all,  that  vow'd  eternal  truth  ? 
That  he,  who  fpoils  the  flow'ry  pride  of  Spring, 
His  votive  garlands  on  thy  ftirine  to  bring; 
That  he,  who  fings  thy  praifes  all  the  year. 
For  Rofalinda  clafps  the  (hadowy  air  i 

O'er  diftant  fields  no  more  my  feet  fhall  roam. 
Nor  fad  Palemon  leave  his  peaceful  home. 
This  flute,  which  Moeris  with  his  dying  breath. 
Gave  as  a  pledge  that  Friendfhip  lives  in  Death  ; 
This  flute  no  more  {hall  unregarded  hang. 
With  which  fo  fweetly  thro'  the  groves  he  fang : 
To  yon  thick  fhade,  lamenting,  I'll  retire, 
And  to  foft  plaints  my  mournful  reed  infpire  ! 
Yet,  why  bright  Phoebus  fly  !  a  livelier  flame. 
With  cherifli'd  hate,  exhauflrs  my  drooping  frame. 
Still,  fl:ill  I  burn!  ah,  rather  let  me  fay, 
Palemon's  free  when  Rofalind's  away  : 
Reflefting  Reafon  blot  the  fatal  word, 
And  to  rough  Love  be  fmooth  Content  preferr'd. 
But  hafl:e,  Palemon  ;  to  yon  fliady  green, 
Where  limpid  Thame  adorns  the  verdant  fcene, 

IMITATIONS. 

V.  85.     this  flute  -which  Mcer'iu'] 

FiftuUi,  Damxtas  douo  mihi  quam  dedit  olim  ; 
£t  dixit  moriens,  Te  nunc  habet  ifta  fecundum. 

Urge 
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Urge  the  quick  ftep  :  for,  on  the  margin  gay^ 
The  heedlefs  flock  in  wild  diforder  play. 
Farewel,  ye  plains,  ye  verdant  lawns,  adieu, 
Ye  fields  of  green,  and  ye  of  azure  blue  ! 
Farewel,  falfe  Rofalind  ;  my  beating  breafl: 
Denies  me  more :  let  tears  declare  the  reft ! 


PASTORAL    in. 

Season,   Autumn. Time,   Evening. 

ADDRESSED 

TO    THE    HONOURABLE    T.    ERSKJNE. 

Amor,  che  per  gli  afFani  crefce. 

Petr.  p.  33. 
•••>*<•■ 

-It  AIR  was  the  eve  ;  and  o'er  the  weftern  flcy 
Departing  Phoebus  caft  his  gentler  eye  ; 
Autumnal  glories  mark'd  rhe  yellow  plain, 
And  golden  Ceres  fpread  her  waving  reign. 
When  wand'ring  Strephon,  mourning  o'er  the  mead. 
With  gentle  breath  infpir'd  the  plaintive  reed ; 
While  pitying  Zephyrs  wafted  thro*  the  grove. 
The  mingled  notes  of  Sorrow  and  of  Love. 

Thou, 
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Thou,  whom  a  nation's  love,  a  nation's  praife 
Crowns  yet  unwearied  with  immortal  bays  ; 
Whom  gracious  Heav'n,  in  pity  to  mankind. 
Gave  to  fcourge  Vice,  and  curb  the  erring  mind ; 
O  let  my  Mufe,  by  thy  great  name  infpir'd, 
With  Erflcine's  native  eloquence  be  fir'd  ! 
From  thy  warm  eye  expreflive  Pity  fent. 
Shall  mountains  melt,  and  bid  the  rocks  relent; 
The  woods  ftiall  mourn,  and  heap'd  upon  the  fhore 
Old  Thamus  weep,  and  Ifis  fmile  no  more  ! 

From  Strephon's  bofom  burft  the  tender  figh. 
And  Grief's  big  drop  ftood  trembl'ing  in  his  eye  ! 
Streaming  it  fell :  Love  caught  the  pearly  tear, 
And  whifper'd  comfort  in  the  fhepherd's  ear. 

Ah,  cruel  god,  reply'd  the  care-worn  fwain, 
Thy  fmiles  are  forrow,  and  thy  pleafure  pain ! 
Still,  as  I  bow  beneath  thy  burning  fhrine. 
Contempt,  Refufal,  and  Defpair,  are  mine  ! 
No  promis'd  joys  by  love-fick  Fancy  dreft. 
No  promis'd  raptures  throb  within  my  breaft ! 
Fair  Peace,  adieu  !  and  ah  !  no  more  be  mute  ; 
But  mourn  with  me,  my  fweetly-warbling  flute ! 

IMITATIONS, 

V.  30.     But  mourn  "With  me.'] 

Incipe  Manalios  mecuro,  me^  tibia,  verfus. 

ViRG.  Eel.  8,  V,  21. 
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And  docs  Menalcas,  rev'Iling  in  her  charms, 
On  Sylvia's  breaft  repofe  his  iron  ai'ms  ? 
Perverted  Nature,  mourn  thy  banlHi'd  reign. 
And  weep  vv^ith  me  o'er  ev'ry  murm'ring  plain  ; 
The  favage  eagle,  fcreaming,  courts  the  dove. 
To  fnovvy  hinds  the  Hon  roars  his  love  ; 
Wild  in  the  flock  the  rav'ning  v/olf's  preferr'd, 
And  foaming  tygers  fport  among  the  herd  ! 
Fair  Peace,  adieu  !  And  ah,  no  more  be  mute  ; 
But  mourn  with  me,  my  fweetly-warbl'ing  flute ! 

In  this  lorn  breaft,  where  Sylvia's  image  lies, 
Love  aflcs  in  vain,  while  vanilh'd  Hope  denies ! 
Once  could  I  wifli,  when  artlefs  was  my  age. 
And  fmilingTime  unroU'd  his  brighteft  page  ; 
Once  could  I  wifli,  when  firft  my  Sylvia  rofe. 
Like  op'ning  flow'rs  their  budding  charms  difclofe  ; 
When  firft  flie  rofe,  the  fplendor  of  the  plain, 
And  ftole  the  heart  of  ev'ry  fimple  fwain  ; 
Till  Difappointment  drove  me  from  my  land, 
And  dafli'd  the  cup  of  Rapture  from  my  hand. 
Weep,  haplefs  youth  !  and  ah  !  no  more  be  mute  ; 
But  mourn  with  me,  my  fweetly-warbl'ing  flute ! 

IMITATIONS. 

4 

V.  31'.     And  does  Menalcas.'^ 

Mopfo  Nifa  datur;  quid  non  fperemus  amantes ? 
Jangentur  jam  grj'phes  equis.         ViRG.  Eel.  8.  v.  26. 
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Ye  groves,  forfaken  by  your  wretched  fwain  ; 
Ye  mazy  woodlands,  nodding  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Ye  bleating  folds,  once  Strephon's  fleecy  wealth. 
My  flender  crook,  fond  pleafure,  and  fair  health, 
All,  all,  adieu!  To  me,  the  fhady  grove 
Has  loft  its  charms,  fince  Sylvia  has  her  love ! 
For  fome  new  fwain  my  wand'ring  flock  muft  look, 
And  all  the  garlands  wither  on  my  crook  ! 
Weep,  haplefs  youth !  and  ah  !  no  more  be  mute  ; 
But  mourn  with  me,  my  fweetly-warbl'ing flute! 

Soft  fung  the  fhepherd  j  and  on  diftant  plains 
Delighted  Echo  fpread  the  plaintive  ftrains. 
Thame  rais'd  his  head,  and  bending  o'er  the  meads 
Told  the  mild  numbers  to  his  waving  reeds  ; 
While  Windfor  fields,  forgetful  to  rejoice, 
Caught  the  fad  influence  of  his  magic  voice. 

Hark !  What  fweet  murmurs  break  from  yonder  grove ! 
What  chanting  Nymph  laments  her  bleeding  love ; 
Still  on  mine  ear  the  filver  numbers  fteal, 
And  rifing  throbs  within  my  breaft  I  feel ! 
The  fliepherd  paus'd  :  while,  floating  gently  near, 
Thefe  mournful  numbers  trembled  in  his  ear: — ■ 

Sweet  is  the  light  that  glitters  thro'  the  flcy, 
And  fweet  foft  Ev'ning  with  her  virgin  eye  ; 


Jti 


Dear 
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Dear  is  the  hope  that  flatters  me  to  reft. 
And  lov'd  the  purple  rtream  that  warms  my  breaft  ! 
But  ah !  How  fweet,  how  dear,  how  lov'd,  the  youth. 
That  to  this  wretched  bofom  vow'd  his  truth  ! 
Who  from  thefe  lips  love's  warm  avowal  heard, 
That  love  to  Pleafure  and  to  Peace  preferr'd  ! 
Sigh  on,  ye  Zephyrs,  that  around  me  breathe ; 
And  mourn,  ye  bubbling  ftreams,  that  purl  beneath  ! 

Once  foft  Content  reveal'd  her  placid  charms. 
And  Joy,  with  fmiles,  would  woo  me  to  her  arms  ! 
Once  from  his  fhrine  Love  bow'd  his  yielding  head  ; 
But  Love,  and  Joy,  and  foft  Content,  are  fled  ! 
Care  on  my  lips  compels  his  bitter  bowl, 
And  Woe's  rude  tempeft  ftiakes  my  tortur'd  foul ! 
Sigh  on,  ye  Zephyrs,  that  around  me  breathe  ; 
And  mourn,  ye  bubbling  ftreams,  that  purl  beneath  ! 

Ye  playful  Nymphs,  that  haunt  the  woodland  fcene, 
The  flow'ry  valley,  or  the  upland  green  ; 
Or  ye,  in  Thame's  fmooth  flowing  ftream,  that  lave, 
And  cleave  with  polifh'd  arm  the  chryftal  wave ; 
In  what  cool  bow'r,  what  wat'ry  grotto's  ftiade 
To  fad  complaint  impervious,  were  you  laid  ; 
When  Force  unmanly  dragg'dme  from  my  fields. 
And  all  the  joys  my  peaceful  cottage  yields  ? 
Sigh  on,  ye  Zephyrs,  that  around  me  breathe  j 
And  mourn,  ye  bubbling  ftreams,  that  purl  beneath! 

If 
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If  Health's  warm  fmile  thefe  drooping  charms  reftore. 
And  Hope's  unalter'd  eye  be  dim  no  more; 
If  Love  has  pow'r  to  bind  the  hearts  of  fwains, 
(And  that  he  has,  O  tell  my  native  plains  !) 
This  weary  hand  that  props  my  tearful  cheek, 
With  painful  toil  and  trembling  mis'ry  weak, 
This  weary  hand  fhall  be  the  youth's  alone, 
Who  call'd  fo  oft  that  weary  hand  his  own  1 
Witnefs  ye  groves,  with  gilding  Autumn  gay. 
Ye  waving  fields,  that  glitter  on  the  day, 
Ye  whifp'ring  leaves,  with  yellow  border  bright. 
And  ye,  ye  floating  fplendors  of  the  light ! 
Defpis'd  Menalcas  mourns  my  flight  in  vain, 
And  Sylvia's  Strephon  fhall  be  hers  again  ! 
Sport  now,  ye  Zephyrs,  that  around  me  breathe ; 
And  fmile,  ye  bubbling  fl:reams,  that  purl  beneath. 

Soft  ceas'd  the  Fair  ;  then  beam'd  from  out  the  grove 
In  all  the  luring  languiftiings  of  love  ; 
Caught  by  the  breezes  ftiook  her  cluflr'ring  curls. 
Shook,  as  when  Eve  her  trembling  veil  unfurls  j 
An  airy  robe  her  floating  form  betray 'd. 
And  o'er  her  breafl:  in  ruffling  eddies  play'd  ; 
From  her  bright  eyes  a  thoufand  glances  fpeak, 
And  blufliing  beauty  purples  on  her  cheek. 
Enraptur'd  Strephon  gaz'd  upon  her  charms. 
And  wildly  rufli'd,  and  clafp'd  her  in  his  arms ; 

m2  "Thefe 
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*'  Thefe  fond  carefles,"  fighed  the  blooming  fwain, 

**  Thefe  dear  embraces  bind  us  once  again ! 

**  O  may  no  more  the  wiles  of  fortune  part 

<*  This  panting  bofom  from  thy  Shepherd's  heart ! 

**  If  Love,  too  cruel,  fmile  but  to  deceive, 

**  And  Woe  once  more  the  loom  of  mis'ry  weave ; 

«*  That  ruffian  hand  that  tears  me  from  thy  fide, 

**  Shall  point  the  grave,  where  haplefs  Strephon  died  \" 


PASTORAL  IV. 
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PASTORAL   IF. 


Season,  Winter. Time,  Night. 

•->♦<•••• 
ON    THE    DEATH    OF    MR.    COWPER. 

-^o©©|OI«®e«"— 

Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor,  aut  modus 

Tain  chari  capitis  ?  pritcipe  lugubfes 
Cantus,  Melpomene  :  cui  liquidam-  Pater 
Vocem  cum  cithara  dedit. 

Ergo  ■ —  — > perpetuus  Sopor 

Urget !  cui  Pudor,  &  Juflitia;  foror 
Incorrupta  Fides,  nudaque  Veritas, 
Quando  uUum  Inveaient  parem  ? 

HoR.  Lib.i.  Od.  24, 

DAPHNIS. 

I^OT  the  fmooth  Streamlets  that  with  rippling  tide 
In  murm'rings  mild  the  chryftal  pebbles  chide  ; 
Not  fummer-airs  that  fan  the  ruftling  grove. 
Or  the  warm  whifpers  of  enraptur'd  Love  ; 
Not  Pan  himfelf  can  fo  beguile  mine  ear. 
As  when  Amyntas'  gentle  reed  I  hear  ^ 
But,  ah !  his  fvveet  celeflial  ft  rains  are  gone, 
And  rich  Elyfium  claims  her  tuneful  fon  ( 

MCERIS. 
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MCERIS. 

See  folemn  Night  begins  her  dreary  reign, 

And  Winter  bleaches  o'er  the  icy  plain ; 

Pale  Luna  fleeps  behind  the  dark'ning  cloud, 

And  Nature  lies  beneath  her  frozen  ihroud : 

So  drear  to  me  is  Rapture's  dancing  ray, 

So  cold  to  Moeris  Pleafure's  warmeft  day  ; 

So  darkened,  Youth's  bright  funfhine,  now  no  more, 

So  frozen  Health,  whofe  blufhes  glow'd  before : 

For,  ah !  with  thee  I  weep  our  Shepherd's  death. 

And  raptur'd  Harmony's  forgotten  breath ! 

DAPHNIS. 

As  the  tall  Poplar  waves  above  the  reed. 

Or  Windfor-groves  rife  graceful  o'er  the  mead  ; 

As  lovely  Rofes  blufh  upon  the  thorn. 

Or  flow'ry  Buds  the  tangled  hedge  adorn  ; 

Thus  lov'd  Amyntas  rivall'd  ev'ry  fwain ; 

Thus  with  his  warblings  grac'd  theravifh'd  plain  j 

Thus  bow'd  each  Shepherd  to  his  mellow  flute. 

Till  Verfe,  Amyntas,  and  Delight  were  mute  ! 

Mourn,  mourn,  ye  Horrors  of  the  frozen  year. 

And  melt  in  tears  of  anguifh  o'er  his  bier ! 

IMITATIONS. 
V.  18.     And  raptur'd  Harmony^ s.'\ 

—-Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  Mufic  is  no  more  !         Pope. 

MCERIS. 
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MffiRlS. 

Yon  aged  tree,  where  once  his  fculptur'd  name 
Would  Admiration's  paffing  tribute  claim, 
The  envious  fnows  in  cluft'ring  heaps  conceal, 
And  graven  boughs  no  more  the  charm  reveal : 
Beneath  the  froft  of  Death's  relentlefs  hand 
Thus  dies  the  Mufe,  thus  leaves  a  weeping  land; 
Thus  fades  the  landfcape  from  our  {training  fight, 
Where  foaring  Rapture  wing'd  her  vifions  bright; 
Where  Fancy  planted  gay  her  colour'd  goal, 
And  magic  Melody  enchain'd  the  foul ! 
For,  ah  !  Amyntas  droops  his  gentle  head, 
And  Rapture,  Fancy,  Melody,  are  fled  ! 

DAPIINIS. 

Chain'd  is  the  mufic  of  the  purling  fpring, 
And  ftiff  the  tender  turtle's  ufelefs  wing ; 
So  fall  in  Death  the  fetter 'd  Mufes  lie, 
So  fixt  our  tuneful  Swains  enliven'd  eye  ! 
And,  ah !  no  more  fhall  Summer's  glowing  reign 
Reftore  his  numbers  to  their  native  plain  ; 
No  more  light  Autumn  wake  to  vifions  gay 
Thofe  eyes,  cold  hidden  from  the  light  of  day  ; 
Though  melting  Springs  again  (hall  foothe  the  grove, 
And  pliant  pinions  oar  the  failing  dove  ! 

Weep, 
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Weep,  Mceris,  weep  !  Amyntas  charms  no  more  ^ 
And  Pan  chants  vainly  o'er  the  defart  Ihore ! 

MCERIS. 

Ah,  down  thefe  cheeks  full  oft  the  tearful  ftreanl 
Steals  in  the  day,  and  dews  the  nightly  dream  ; 
Full  oft  Remembrance  thorns  within  my  breaft, 
And  Meditation  lures  me  from  my  reft ! 
O'er  this  cold  grave  that  decks  the  fnowy  way 
With  old  o'er-waving  cyprefs  fadly  gay. 
O'er  this  cold  grave  pale  vigils  will  I  keep, 
And  bid  the  wand'ring  pilgrim  paufe  and  weep  ; 
While  thus  the  forrow  by  his  fighs  belray'd 
Shall  foothe  in  penfive  lay  the  lift'ning  Shade  :— 

"  Thee,  fweet  departed  Warbler  of  the  plain, 
**  Who  charm'd  fo  oft  lorn  Echo's  mournful  reign ; 
"  Thee,  when  green  Spring  her  verdant  mantle  weaves, 
**  And  laughing  Summer  crowns  her  head  with  leaves ; 
**  Thee,  when  bright  Autumn  paints  the  golden  land, 
"  And  hoary  Winter  waves  his  icy  hand ; 
**  Thee  fhall  Remembrance  fancy  in  her  way, 
'"  Chanting  with  tuneful  reed  thy  placid  lay  j 
**  And,  with  her  wonted  rapture  wildly  warm, 
"  Prefent  the  laurel  to  th'  ideal  form  : 
**  Theefliall  AfFedlion  mourn,  along  thy  bier 
**  Mingling  with  filent  grief  the  burfting  tear  ; 
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"  Thee  Honour,  ailing  in  his  nobleft  part, 

"  Hold  in  each  eye,  and  grave  within  each  heart ; 

*'  Till  Spring  no  more,  or  Summer's  fparkling  eye, 

**  Or  yellow  Autumn  beam  along  the  fky ; 

**  Till  hoary  Winter  loofe  his  icy  chain, 

"  And  Joy,  immortal  as  thy  numbers,  reign  !" 


N  ELEGIES. 


-«^&o^x;>c>c;:or>s>c 


]E  JL  JE  G  I  E  S, 


N  2 


93 


ELEGIES. 


ELEGY. 

WRITTEN  IN  poets'   CORNER,  AVESTMINSTER    ABBEY. 


>*< 


JlN  this  cold  folkude,  this  awful  (liiade, 

Where  fleeps  the  lyre  of  many  a  tuneful  breath, 

The  ghaftly  (hroud,  and  duft-difturbing  fpade, 

Invite  the  {hudd'ring  Thought  to  Gloom  and  Death. 

Yet,  while  my  careful  feet  flow  pace  along 
O'er  the  dumb  tales  of  learning  and  of  fame, 

Remembrance  fond  recals  the  Poet's  fong, 
And  Admiration  points  the  chifell'd  name. 

To  boafl:  the  wonder  of  attentive  crouds, 
And  wrap  the  foul  in  ecftafied  applaufe. 

To  reach  Futurity,  that  fpurns  the  clouds. 
And  unlock  Harmony's  enchanting  laws  ; 


For 
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For  this  the  Poet  rolls  his  phrenzied  eye, 
And  wakens  Rapture  with  his  fairy  hand  ; 

For  this  he  warbles  tranfport  to  the  flcy. 

And  pours  enchantment  o'er  a  thrilling  land  ! 

Live  not,  where  Shakefpeare  lays  his  awful  duft. 
The  marble  records  of  immortal  fame  ? 

Weeps  not  the  Mufe  o'er  Rowe's  beloved  buft  ? 
And  fpeaks  not  Truth  in  Gay's  untitled  name ! 

Who  boafts  of  Kings  when  bending  o'er  the  (hade. 
Where  lies  the  harp  fublime  of  free-born  Gray  ? 

Who  talks  of  pomp,  or  who  of  proud  parade, 
Where  modeft  Thomfon  drops  his  fpotlefs  lay  ? 

If  courts  are  nobler  than  the  Mufe  divine, 
Princes  and  lords  had  long  ufurp'd  the  praife  ; 

Some  laurell'd  Wilmot  wanton'd  but  to  fhine. 
Some  Henry  hoarded  for  immortal  bays. 

Yet  them  no  more  fhall  Admiration  high 

Lift  from  the  turf  that  triumphs  o'er  their  clay  ; 

For  them  no  tear  ftand  quiv'ring  in  the  eye, 
For  them  no  bofom  figh  its  plaintive  lay  ! 

Unwept,  unpitied,  drooping  to  their  doom. 
They  creep  to  death,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind  ; 

No  plaintive  breath  lamenting  o'er  the  tomb. 
But  yon  cold  grafs  that  whittles  to  the  wind  ! 


Ye 
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Ye  gorgeous  worms,  that  glitter  in  the  fun, 
Ye  worms  of  wealth,  and  vanity,  and  fway  ; 

Say,  have  ye  ought  of  praife,  of  glory  won. 
That  thus  ye  flaunt  along  your  gaudy  way  ? 

'Tis  not  the  fplendor  of  the  cherifli'd  hoard, 

Pomp's  carvd  atchievements,  or  the  robe  of  pow'r  ; 

'Tis  not  the  purple  of  a  nation's  lord 
Can  claim  Futurity's  emblazon'd  hour 

Foul  Av'rice  watches  but  to  gain  a  grave. 

And  haughty  Pride  muft  bow  to  fhrinking  age; 

Pow'r  has  not  learnt  the  ftorms  of  death  to  brave. 
And  Grandeur  crumbles  from  her  gorgeous  ftage ! 

The  heart  that  loves,  that  is  the  friend  of  all. 
And  meek  Humility's  unlordly  breaft, 

Thefe  are  the  beams  that  glitter  o'er  the  pall, 
And  fink  refplendent,  like  the  Sun,  to  rell! 

And,  ah  ;  if  e'er  on  them  the  Mufe's  eye 

Shed  the  bright  influence  of  her  heav'nly  fire  ; 

Applaufe  {hall  live  for  ever  where  they  lie. 
And  one  eternal  triumph  be  ihcir  lyre  ! 


IN 
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IN  MEMORIAM' 

Jacobi  Hay  Beattie  Art.  Magis, 
Patris  Admirandi  Filii  Admirabilis, 
Philof.  In  Collcg.  Marifchal.  Profeflbris ; 
Qui  Morum  Suavitate  Et  Benignitate, 
Mentis  Que  Divina  Sublimitate 
Ingenium  Facet ifTi mum, 
Bonarum  Literarum 
Summam    Peritiam, 
Scientiam  TheologiaD  Non  Mediocrem, 
Necnon  Philofophias  Graviorem 
Prseter  ^tate  Longius  Profedlos  Conjunxit  : 
Dam  Simul  Vias 
Poefis  Leviores 
Non   Humili    Gradu 
Perambulavit. 

In  Gremium  Omnipotentis, 

Qui  Nunquam  In  Vitam  Defpexit 

Nifi  Simul  Subridens 

Mitem  Et  Immortalem 

Animam  Exfpiravit 

XIX.  Novemb.  MDCCXC. 

Anno  ^tat.  Suas.  XXII. 
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JLo ST,  fainted  (on  of  virtue  and  of  worth, 

And  haft  thou  brcath'd  thy  gentle  foul  away  r 

Muft  Heav'n  fo  foon  demand  thee  from  this  earth  r 
So  foon  demand  thee  to  eternal  day  ? 

O  had  it  ftill,  in  pity  to  us  all, 

Breath'd  lively  health  into  thy  placid  breaft  ; 
Vice  had  not  ever  triumph'd  in  our  fall. 

Or  with  her  hated  fcorpions  thorn'd  our  reft ! 

But  man's  low  dwelling  was  unworthy  thee  ; 

And  Heav'n  perceiv'd,  and  op'd  its  arms  above: 
There  fhall  thine  eyes  their  kindred  fweetnefs  fee, 

And  there  thy  breaft  its  kindred  virtues  love. 

And  though  thy  feet,  fo  foft,  fo  humbly  trod 

Along  life's  noifelefs,  folitary  vale  ; 
Thy  ftiade  fliall  walk  exalted  by  its  God, 

Where  courts  and  kings  have  panted  but  to  kneel. 

Say,  can  thy  death  by  aught  be  duly  wept. 

The  fculptur'd  tomb  with  worthy  tears  be  dew'd  ? 

Shall  fadd'ning  vigils  o'er  thy  hearfe  be  kept. 
And  melting  Sorrow  at  thy  grave  be  woo'd? 


o  Sad 
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Sad  Wit,  forgetful  of  his  wonted  fmile, 

The  ftgh  unufual  o'er  thy  turf  {hall  pour  ; 

!Philofophy  be  taught  to  weep  awhile, 

And  ev'ry  Mufe  a  fep'rate  lofs  deplore! 

Farewell,  meek  Moralift ;  bled  Bard,  adieu! 

And  Life,  lamented  by  a  widow'd  age ! 
That  Life,  foon  fnatrhing  from  our  raptur'd  view 

The  gentle  annals  of  its  fpotlefs  page ! 

EPITAPH  ON  ROBESPIERRE. 

In  Memoriam 

Infamem  Et  Semper  Execrandam 

Maximiliani  Robefpierre 

Parifii  Dcteftabilis  Tyranni ; 

Monftri 

Cujus  Sitis  Ardens 

Sanguinis  Humani  Effundendi, 

Cujus  Ufurpatio  Infana 

Sandli  Nominis 

LIBERTATIS; 

Cujus  Atra  Et  Cruenta  Mens 

Rabie  Indomita  Crudelitatis 

Nunquam  Satis 

Expleta, 

Cujus 
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Ciijiis  Coniemptus  Omnis  Inftituti 

Mortalium  vel  Dei  Immortalis, 

Cujus  Vita  Et  Anima 

Cruore  Patria: 

Vulneratje  Et  iSIorientis 

Purpurata, 

Mors  Et  Miferia  Fuerc 

Piis  Et  Patriae  Amar^tibus, 

Dele6lus  et  Dapes 

Mentibus  non  Suas  Imparibus 

Impietatis  Et  Diabolorum. 

Of  arpe(fl  rulhlefs  as  the  frown  of  Fate, 
Form'd  to  be  hated,  as  himfelf  could  hate; 
Of  foul  too  impious  to  be  curs'd  in  fong, 
Dav';  as  that  eye  of  Death  he  fed  fo  long ; 
Of  paflions  hr'd  by  ev'ry  fiend  that  fell, 
The  fword  of  Slaughter  in  the  hand  of  Hell  ; 
He  kifs'd  the  fteel  a  country's  blood  had  ftain'd. 
And  died  that  Daemon  that  he  liv'd  and  reign'd! 
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TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

PROM     OSSIAN. 

JPoiNTED  ftar  of  coming  night, 
Glitt'ring  is  thy  weftern  light! 
Slowly  from  thy  cloudy  bed 
Lifteft  thou  thine  unfhorn  head  ^ 
And,  upon  yon  hills  of  chalk, 
Stately  is  thy  beamy  walk ! 
Say  what  now  beholds  thine  eye, 
In  the  plains  below  that  lie  ! 

High  the  ftorm  that  howl'd  before 
Liftens  to  the  torrent's  roar . 
Up  the  black  rock,  which  circling  waters  lave, 
Diflant  beats  the  founding  wave  ; 
O'er  the  field  on  feeble  wings 
In  drowfy  hum  the  beetle  fings. 
Pointed  Star,  what  fees  thine  eye 
In  the  plains  below  that  lie  ? 

O'er 
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O'er  thy  lips  of  crimfon  hue 
Spreads  the  fmile  ;  thou  fink'ft  from  view : 
The  curling  waves,  that  round  thee  gently  dafh. 
In  murm'rings  foft  thy  lovely  trefles  wafli ; 
Farewell,  flill  beams  of  thy  fair  eyes! 
— Thou  light  of  Oflian's  foul  arife  ! 


VALOUR. 

^^HEN  Valour,  fearlefs  maid,  was  born, 
She  wander'd  friendlefs  and  forlorn  ; 
Till  once,  in  Greece,  when  firft  it  rofe 
Superior  to  its  neighb'ring  foes: 
She  faw  in  ev'ry  eye  a  fire, 
Which  none  but  Valour  could  infpire, 
And  pleas'd  to  find  it  all  her  own, 
In  Sparta  firll  Ihe  rais'd  her  throne. 

*Twas  Valour  taught  the  art  of  war. 
To  throw  the  lance,  and  drive  the  car  ; 
"*Twas  Valour  ev'ry  bofom  fir'd, 
Fill'd  high  with  courage,  warm'd,  infpir'd, 
Taught  the  bold  warrior  how  to  die. 
And  bade  the  vanquifh'd  fcorn  to  fly  ; 
Gave  to  her  fav'rite  Greece  the  fway. 
And  bade  each  circling  (hore  obey. 

Each 


ODES.  105 


Each  ftate  its  hero  then  could  boaft, 
The  king  and  guardian  of  its  coafl: ; 
And  Argos  faw  her  children  brave 
The  terrors  of  the  foaming  wave  : 
E'en  gods  were  jealous  at  the  fight, 
And  crowded  on  the  Olympian  height ; 
And  when  the  Colchian  prize  was  won, 
They  fnatch'd  above  each  Argive  fon. 

From  anceftors  renown'd  as  thefe, 
Who  neither  fought  nor  funk  to  eafe, 
An  hardy  race  of  heroes  rofe, 
Alike  regardlefs  of  repofe  ; 
And  Perfia's  fons  beheld  the  day, 
When  on  Platasa's  plains  they  lay  ; 
And  faw,  and  faw  alone  to  mourn. 
The  laurel  from  their  temples  torn. 

On  Mycale's  fea-circled  fhore. 
Again  they  heard  the  battle  roar  ; 
Unnerv'd  to  fight,  afraid  to  die. 
Again  the  Perfian  turn'd  to  fly. 
Then  Xerxes  rofe,  and  left  behind 
His  millions,  but  a  grave  to  find ; 
And  while  the  coward  monarch  fled, 
Greece  rent  the  turban  from  his  head. 


Ah! 
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Ah !  loft  to  all  her  patriot  fame, 
Where  now  is  Grecia's  glorious  name! 
— 'Tis  fled  j — and  Sparta's  hardy  race 
Shew  but  a  female's  languid  face. 
Their  bofom  now  no  ardour  fires. 
No  courage  warms,  no  zeal  infpires; 
And  Valour's  felf,  to  roam  no  more. 
Has  come  to  Albion's  white  clifF'd  fhore  ; 


SPEECH    OF    CARACTACUS 

TO 

CLAUDIUS   CMS  JR. 

jEquam  memento  rebus  in  arduis 

Servare  raentem... 

HoR.  Lib.  ii.  Od.  3. 

JMliGHTY  Cafar,  tho'  to  thee 
Britain  bows  the  bended  knee ; 
Tho'  her  hardy  warriors  know 
Victor  is  the  valiant  foe  ; — 
Tho'  her  king  with  tort'ring  pain 
Captive  drags  the  galling  chain  ; 
Rome  itfelf  fhall  never  boaft 
Britannia's  glory  all  is  loft  ! 
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Saw  thou  not,  Oftorius  bold. 
Where  in  blood  my  chariot  roll'd; 
Saw  thou  not  in  ev'ry  eye 
Firm  refolve  and  courage  lie  ? 
Saw  thou  not  each  Britilh  fword 
Carve  a  pafTage  for  its  lord. 
Where  the  Roman  eagle  fpread 
Her  purple  pinions  o'er  thy  head? 

When  misfortune  hovers  nigh, 
Let  the  coward  wifh  to  die  ; 
And,  like  Cato,  robb'd  of  reft. 
Plunge  the  dagger  in  his  breaft  ! 
But,  tho'  feeble,  pale,  and  wan. 
Still  your  captive  is  a  man : 
And  for  me,  if  life  is  rough. 
To  live  and  to  be  brave's  enough  ! 

Tho'  thefe  hands  no  more  may  wield 
Pond'rous  fpear,  or  mafly  fhield ; 
Tho'  this  tongue  may  ne'er  again 
Bid  the  Britifh  troops  be  men  ; 
Hope,  with  ever-lifted  eye, 
Hope,  enchanting,  ftill  is  nigh  ! 
Yes  ;  they  fhall  again  be  free. 
And  triumph  in  their  liberty ! 

p  2  TO  HONOR. 
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TO   HO  NO  UR. 

Honos  alit  Artes. 

JniONOUE,  nurfe  of  ev'ry  art. 
Warm  infpirer  of  the  heart, 
Thee,  for  all  men  own  thy  fway, 
*'  Tributary  kings  obey  ;"  , 

Thee,  the  warrior  claims  his  due. 
Honour,  all  he  holds  in  view. 
"  'Twas  for  thee,"  he  cries,  "  I  rode 
"  Fiercely  thro'  the  fields  of  blood  ; 
"  Woke  Difcord  with  the  trumpet's  breath, 
*'  And  dipt  my  fword  in  blood,  and  purpled  it  with 
death!" 

When  in  brisk  enlivening  notes 
Sweet  the  liquid  mufic  floats  ; 
When  the  deep-ton 'd  organs  blow 
Solemn  meafures,  foft  and  flow ; 
Or  the  clarions  from  afar 
Roufe  the  ruthlefs  fi^orms  of  war ; 
.  Whofe,  but  thine  exalted  hand. 
Wakes  with  tranfport  all  the  land  ? 
Whofe,  but  thy  voice  in  thunder  told. 
Calls  to  the  well-fought  field  the  enterprifing  bold  1 
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See,  where  on  the  canvas  glows, 
Chrift  triumphant  in  his  woes  * ; 
See,  as  wild  he  fweeps  the  lyre. 
Anger  all  the  bard  t  infpire, 
While,  at  each  prophetic  found. 
Death  and  Ruin  ftortn  around ; 
Who,  but  thou,  the  Matter  taught 
Imag'd  life  and  piftur'd  thought ! 
With  life  infpir'd  each  wond'rous  form; 
Gave  deadlier  looks  to  Death :}:,  new  terrors  to  the 
Storm  §  ? 

Laft,  yet  richer  dreft  than  all, 
Poefy  attends  thy  call : 
Thee,  when  Milton  foaring  high, 
Search'd  the  glories  of  the  fky  ; 
Thee,  when  Gray's  terrific  hand, 
Woke  to  Vengeance  Cambria's  land  ; 
Or  enraptur'd  Collins  fung, 
As  Fancy  wild  iier  reeds  among  ; 
Thee  file  faw,  while  wond'ring  earth 
View'd  with  avvc  thy  glorious  birth  ; 
Thee  Ihe  beheld  with  eager  eye, 
And  wav'd  her  airy  wing,  and  hail'd  thee  from  the 
(ky! 


*  Weft's  Crucifixion.  f  Fufeli's  Bard,  from  Gray, 

•f  Weft's  Opening  of  the  Seals,  from  Revelation. 
^  Weft's  Lear  in  the  Storm. 
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TO     TRUTH. 

Truth,  faireft  virgin  of  the  fky, 
I   With  robes  of  light,  and  beaming  eye. 

And  temples  crown'd  with  day  ^  / 

O  thou,  of  all  the  cherub  choir, 
That  boaft'ft  to  wake  the  fweeteft  lyre. 

And  chant  the  fofteft  lay. 

By  him,  who  'midft  his  country's  tears 
Stood  movelefs  to  a  thoufand  fears, 
And  fmild'd  at  racks  and  death  ; 
By  Perfia's  turban'd  heroes  bold. 
And  all  the  Spartan  chiefs  of  old 
.  That  bow'd  thy  Ihrine  beneath  j 

By  holy  Virtue's  veftal  flame. 

By  laurel  I'd  Honour's  ftately  name. 

And  cheekrbedimpled  Love  ; 
O  lift  from  thy  majeftic  head 
The  veil  that  o'er  its  trefles  fpread, 

Doubt's  fairy  fingers  wove* 

Thee  chafte  Religion's  virgin  bread. 
And  Hope,  with  fair  unruffled  veft. 
Their  lovely  fifter  hail ; 

Simplicity 
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SimpHcItly  with  lilied  crown, 
And  Innocence  untaught  to  frown, 
And  Peace  that  loves  the  vale. 

The  dsemon  that  ufurps  thy  day, 
And  cafts  upon  its  blemifh'd  ray 

The  poifon  of  his  tongue  ; 
O  bid  him,  fiom  thy  dazzling  fight. 
Shrink  back  into  eternal  night, 

His  kindred  fiends  among. 

And,  in  the  horrors  of  his  train, 
Let  Difcord  feek  his  yelling  reign. 

Nor  haunt  thy  path  ferene  ; 
While  Guilt,  on  ev'ry  fullen  wind. 
Starts  pale  and  trembling  from  behind 

His  wild  and  wizard  mein. 

Then  o'er  thy  flow'r-enamell'd  way 
Shall  Youth,  in  artlefs  frolic  gay. 

His  ruftic  hymns  increafe ; 
While  Britain,  raptur'd  at  the  found. 
Shouts  to  her  echoing  (hores  around, 

*'  Truth,  Liberty,  and  Peace!" 


FOR 


112 


ODES. 

FOR  1799. 
••■>«<•••• 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  TIME 
OF 

THE  WAR  IN  SWITZERLAND. 

Swiftly  o'er  the  barren  heath, 
Flies  the  diftant  echoing  blaft  ; 
Burning  War  and  thirfty  Death, 
Gloomy  horrors  round  them  call ! 

*'  What  bring  ye,  wide  rufhing-ftorms  ?" 
Cries  the  mountain  Swifs  afar  ! 

"  Whence  are  thofe  terrific  forms, 
"  Thirfty  Death  and  burning  War  r" 

Stern  he  faid ; — In  wild  reply 
Howl'd  the  daemon  of  the  wind  : 

"Wretch,  thy  patriot  friends  muft  die, 
"  Gaul  and  Vengeance  frown  behind!" 

Loud  he  cried ; — the  warrior  frown'd, 
Ruftiing  down  the  craggy  fteep  ; 

Soon  the  chief  his  brethren  found, 
Yielding  indolent  to  fleep. 


^j 
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Like  the  waking  thunder,  rofe 

Heroes  at  his  loud  alarms  ; 
Starting  quickly  from  repofe, 

Onward  rufh'd  the  bold  to  arms ! 

Slow  advancing  from  the  weft, 

Rofe  the  battle's  iron  ftorm  ; 
Pierc'd  was  ev'ry  warrior's  breaft. 

Pale  was  Freedom's  drooping  form ! 

0*fer  the  widely-wafted  heath, 

Hollow  was  the  voice  of  woe! 
Scatter'd  lay  the  fwords  of  Death, 

Scatter'd  lay  the  chieftains  low  ! 

Oft  before  the  dewy  Spring 

Sadly  fmiles,  is  Freedom  feen 
Weeping,  frefti  blown  flow'rs  to  bring, 

And  deck  each  corfe  with  honours  green  ! 

TO     GENIUS. 

IRREGULAR. 
••••>♦<••■• 

O  THOU,  to  all  the  vulgar  blind, 
Who  fill'ft  the  Poet's  ample  mind 

Q  With 
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With  rapture,  fuch  as  Shakefpeare  felt, 
When  at  thy  facred  fhrine  he  knelt ; 
Such  as  infpires,  in  lofty  flrain     • 
To  tell  of  agony  and  pain  ; 

Or,  o'er  the  harp,  as  the  flow  fingers  move. 
The  gentler,  foft,  footh'd  mind  infpires 
With  filent,  yet  more  glowing  fires, 

While  the  loud  numbers  melt^  to  ftrains  of  breathing 
love. 

O  with  that  glow  whofe  modefl:  flufh 

Gives  Thomfon's  mufe  her  charter  blufh. 

Or  with  th'  expanding  flames  that  filent  lie, 

To  burfl:  more  bright  from  Collins'  eye  ; 

Or  with  the  voice  of  Milton's  fong. 

Pure  as  the  heav'n,  and  as  its  thunder  fl:rong; 

O  fill  my  mind  with  all  thy  flrrength, 

Like  thy  ideas  without  length  ; 

Pour  thro'  my  foul  thy  beaming  light. 

Within  be  glorious  day,  tho*  all  without  is  nigh  ! 

Yet  to  that  day,  fo  bright  begun, 
O  grant  there  be  no  fetting  fun  ; 
Let  not  Difl:ra6lion's  hurrying  ftorm. 
Or  idiot  Madnefs,  refllefs  form, 
Deface  thy  lively  ray  ; 

Long 
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*  Long,  Genius,  let  thy  fuppliant  view 
Thy  airy  robes  of  varying  hue. 

And  eyes  that  dazzle  day. 
But  if  thy  virarm  infpiring  breath 
Grow  cold  at  the  approach  of  Death  ; 
If  at  his  wintry  grafp  thy  fire 
But  faint  my  lonely  breaft  infpire  ; 
Grant  to  the  coming  night,  O  youth  divine, 
One  ray  may  linger  yet,  one  cheering  beam  may 

fhine! 


ON   FRIENDSHIP. 

IN   IMITATION    OF    POPE's    ODE    ON    SOLITUDE, 

— =»Ji»S®®©«c=— — 


•  Natura  beatos 


Omnibus  effe  dedit,  fi  quis  cognoverit  ut'u 

ClAUDIANo 

JHlAppY  the  youth,  whofe  early  days 

The  fweets  of  Friendfliip  charm  away ; 
Content  to  breathe  his  humble  lays 

Simple  and  gay. 

•  Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view^ 
Thy  Iky. worn  robes  of  tend'refl  blue, 
And  eyes  of  dewy  lighti  CoLima, 

Q  2  Whofe 
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Whofe  friend  of  fenfe  and  love  is  made, 

Whofe  mind  is  drefs'd  as  gay  as  Prior ; 
Whofe  Mufe,  when  warm,  that  mind  can  (hade, 

When  cold,  can  fire. 

Bleft  on  a  faithful  breaft  to  find 

Wants,  cares,  and  forrows,  glide  away ; 
Unmov'd,  in  body  or  in  mind. 

To  chide  the  day. 

No  thoughts  at  night  except  the  dreams. 

Together  mixt,  of  love  and  peace  ! 
And  mufings  fir'd  with  inward  beams 

Of  heav'nlygrace ! 

Thus  let  me  live,  known  but  by  one, 

^  Mourn'd  but  by  one,  my  race  thus  end  ; 
Forgot  by  all  that  race  that  run. 

Except  my  friend! 

TO  FRIENDSHIP. 

O  THOU,  who  winding  thro'  the  wrinkles  deep 
Of  giant  Care,  fmooth'fl  out  his  rugged  brow 
As  polilh'd  as  thine  own. 
With  wiles  unknown  before  ; 


Or 
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Or  with  thy  lovely  hand,  lurking  unfeen, 
Stamp'ft  a  new  dimple  on  his  furrow'd  cheek. 

While  his  dark-boding  eye 

Starts  into  animation ; 

How  fvveet  thy  form,  when,  hanging  o'er  his  head, 
Thy  gentle  tear  meets  his  ;  that,  rufhing  down. 
Melts  on  his  icy  breaft, 
Rich  with  thy  glowing  pearl ! 

Or  when  pale  Melancholy,  maid  forlorn, 
Mourns  in  foft  plain  thro'  yon  deferted  grove, 
When  Eve  in  bridals  grey 
Weds  Twilight's  fober  form  ; 

How  fweetly  hangs  upon  thy  honey'd  tongue 

Perfuafion,  eloquent  and  mild,  as  oft 

Thy  foothing  voice  fubdues 
Her  wo-worn  foul  to  peace  ! 

O  lovely  maid,  if  aught  my  humble  lay 
Avail  to  move  thy  gen'rous  pitying  breaft, 
Whofe  rugged  numbers  oft 
Have  hail'd  thy  genial  reign  ; 

By  all  the  griefs  that  rent  the  vengeful  breaft 
Of  dread  Achilles,  when  the  Trojan  arm 
Stretch 'ti  on  the  clanging  earth 
His  bold,  his  patriot  friend  i 
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By  all  the  fire  that  flafh'd  from  Nifus'  eye, 
When  the  lov'd  warrior  lay  convuls'd  in  death j 
His  trefles  rudely  toft 
On  his  cold,  pallid  cheek  ; 

O  ftill,  to  light  and  life,  afFed^ion  warm, 
And  all  the  namelefs  blefllngs  thou  canft  give. 
Pure,  innocent,  and  free, 
The  fecial  youth  preferve, 

Who,  in  the  cloifter'd  walks,  where  firft  I  learnt 
To  feel  thine  influence  mild,  full  oft  has  vow'd 
To  deck  thy  hallow'd  flirine 
With  Summer's  gayeft  ftores  ! ' 

Then,  foul-endearing  maid,  each  rifing  morn, 
That  paints  with  purple  all  the  glowing  (ky. 

Shall  to  thy  bofom  waft 

On  Meditation's  wing 

Our  heart-felt  raptures,  whether  clofe  conceal'd 

By  academic  grove  thou  love  to  lay 

In  thick  embow'ring  fhade. 
Thy  olive- wreathed  head : 

Or  roving  far  by  Thame's  mofs-mantled  fide, 
Crown  thy  gay  temples  with  the  moiften'd  fcdge, 
That  decks  its  rural  banks 
With  lively  glowing  green. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Sweet  to  the  captive's  raptur'd  ear 

Gay  Freedom  trills  her  airy  fong  ; 
And  gaily  to  the  eye  of  Care 

The  golden  Morning  floats  along ; 
And  lively  to  the  wither'd  glade 

Is  w^ak'ning  Spring's  enamell'd  brow ; 
And  rapt'rous  to  the  weeping  maid 

Reviving  Love's  ecftatic  vow  ; 

But  when  pale  Sorrow's  languid  eye 

With  tears  of  cryftal  is  bedew'd, 
Tho'  Friendfhip's  fmile  betrays  a  figh. 

With  fweeter  charms  it  is  endued. 
And  fweeter  than  the  airy  lay 

Of  Freedom  to  the  captive's  ear ; 
And  gayer  than  the  dawning  day. 

That  dances  to  the  eye  of  Care ; 

And  livelier  than  the  colour'd  brow 

Of  Spring,  that  paints  the  wither'd  glade; 
And  more  enraptur'd  than  the  vow 

In  Love's  returning  tranfports  made. 
Then  where,  O  where's  the  drooping  heart, 

If,  while  the  ftorms  of  anguifti  blow. 
Fair  Friendfhip  from  the  tempefl:  flart, 

And  fmile  a  rainbow  on  our  woe  ? 


And 
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And  Where's  the  foot  that  faintly  treads 

Life's  wide  and  weary  vale  along, 
If  rofes  on  its  path  (he  fpreads, 

And  warbles  round  her  thrilling  fongJ 
No  fuch  has  heav'nly  Virtue  found 

Within  the  precin6ls  of  her  fway  ; 
Nor  flying  Fancy's  airy  round 

Encircled  in  its  magic  way. 

For  where  fhe  fliews  her  hallow'd  form, 

Eternal  funfhine  decks  the  fky; 
Peace  calms  to  reft  the  turbid  ftorm 

And  Toil,  and  Grief,  and  Anguifli  die ! 
Hope  is  not  there,  for  all  is  giv'n 

That  Fancy's  happieft  thoughts  reveal ; 
Blifs,  fuch  as  bjooms  the  flow'r  of  Heav'n ; 

And  Rapture,  fuch  as  angels  feel ! 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  PAINTING. 

^When  Youth  in  Greece's  polifh'j^  groves 

Was  fav'rite  of  the  laughing  Loves, 

The  little  Genii  to  furprife 

He  bade  the  glowing  Pencil  rife, 

And  form'd  a  fairy  fprite  that  kept 

The  facred  wonder  while  he  flept : 

Up  fprung  the  urchin  into  air, 

Polite,  perfuafive,  free  and  fair ;  Such 
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Such  manners  got  a  name  in  hafte, 
And  lovely  Cupid  call'd  him  Tafte. 
From  him  full  oft  in  airy  bow'r 
They  fnatch'd  the  emblem  of  his  pow'r, 
And  bade  upon  the  canvas  ftart 
The  tender  paffions  of  their  heart  ; 
While  lively  Youth  the  wantons  taught 
Each  fancy  of  the  poet's  thought. 
And  fairy  vifions  flutter'd  gay 
Around  the  Eden  where  they  lay. 

Then  firft,  'tis  faid,  in  colours  green 
The  piftur'd  landfcape  rofe  to  view, 

And  diftant  mountains  oft  were  feen 
To  dip  in  heav'n  their  foreheads  blue  ; 

And  trees  their  leafy  honours  bow'd, 
And  reeds  were  waving  to  the  gale. 

And  runnels  feem'd  to  prattle  loud. 
And  fhepherds  pip'd  along  the  vale. 

There  oft  within  the  murmuring  grove 
The  fwain  compos'd  his  am'rous  lay  ; 

There  oft  the  virgin  own'd  her  love, 
And  blufh'd  along  her  modeft  way. 


K  There 
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There  fcenes  alone  of  rural  reft 

Youth  was  then  divine  in  painting  ; 
A  grander  grief,  a  fiercer  fainting 

Than  Love  had  fhewn,  his  hand  had  ne'er  difplay'd  ; 
Thence  ftronger  years  were  call'd  by  Art 

To  give  her  touch  a  deeper  (hade. 

And  teach  the  painter's  toil  a  bolder  part ; 
And  where  they  dafh'd  the  pencil  warm 
Hiftoric  Glory  rais'd  her  awful  form, 
And  War  unfheath'd  the  fword,  and  pierc'd  the 
bleeding  breaft ! 

The  foul's  exertion  tir'd  ;  and  loft  to  fame 

Greece  funk  her  bleeding  head  ; 
While  the  gay  Laurel  from  her  barren  name 
Planted  in  a  Roman  fhade, 

Where  Painting's  alter'd  pencil  laid, 
Green  flourilTi'd  o'er  the  genial  land. 
Till  Death  and  Darknefs  arm'd  the  Vandal's  hand  ; 
Then  around  the  wafted  fcene 
War  howling  fhook  his  gory  mien. 
And  favage  flaughter  blew  the  blaft  of  Woe  ; 
The  Mufe  wept  o'er  her  ruffled  wing, 
And  figh'd  whene'er  (he  fought  to  fing ; 
Thalia  kifs'd  her  laurel  drooping  low, 
And  dew'd  with  cryftal  tears  the  colours  of  her  bow  *. 

*  The  Rainbow  here  attributed  to  the  Mufe  of  Painting,  from  its 
numerous  and  fplendid  colours. 
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From  flaming  Latium's  defolated  land 

Italia's  phcenix  form  arofe  ; 
Upfprung  the  laurel  to  her  gentler  hand. 

And  Painting  fmil'd  above  her  cloud  of  woes. 

Then  with  a  wild  ecftatic  heat 

Reclin'd  in  Fancy's  airy  feat 

The  pencil  met  her  Raphael's*  eye  ; 
Gay  Youth  at  length  exulting  view'd 
His  hands  with  ftronger  pow'rs  endu'd. 

And  laugh 'd  along  the  fky. 

But  fee  !  before  his  fparkling  fight 

Fair  forms  of  Joy,  and  panting  Pleafures  fhine  ; 

Idalia  darting  fiom  her  Cyprian  fhrine, 
Burfts  her  radiant  veil  of  light ; 

And  piercing  in  his  painted  bow'r, 

Bright  her  beams,  and  hot  the  hour, 

In  the  convulfive  raptures  of  her  bowl 

Drowns  his  tranfport-frenzied  foul ! 


*  Raphael  d'Urbino,  born  atUrbino  in  the  States  of  the  Church  in 
Italy,  had  arrived  to  fuch  a  height  of  excellence  in  painting,  that  in 
the  flower  of  his  youth  he  was  ftyled  the  Prince  of  Painters,  and  flill 
continues  at  the  head  of  his  profefTiou.  This  great  artift  died  at  a 
very  early  period  of  life,  in  confequence  of  a  continual  and  unlimited 
round  of  ii^mperance  and  debauchery. 

R  2  Heard 
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Heard  ye  Thalia's  plaintive  fighs  ? 
The  warm  excefs  has  burft  his  boiling  veins ! 

The  bloom  of  Beauty  is  no  more, 
But  pallid  Tremor  reigns ! 

On  cheeks,  that  fummer-purple  wore, 
The  winter-lily  lies  ! 
Ah!  yet  life  glimmers  faint  and  faft  ! 

No  more! the  gaudy  gleam  is  paft  ; 

And  gi-eat  Urbino  dies  ! 

Alas  !  where  now,  in  what  fweet  Ihade 
Wilt  thou,  thou  rich-rob'd  fair,  be  laid  ? 

Where  paint  again  thy  vifions  wild  ? 
Ah  !  Where  fliall  Youth's  exulting  eye 
A  pencil  yet  fublime  defcry  ? 
Where  fad  Thalia  weep  away 
The  tears  that  cloud  her  feftive  day, 

And  weep  her  fav'rite  child  ? 
Yet  mourn  no  more  !  fee  from  the  main 

The  Queen  *  of  Illes  arife  ; 
Old  Triton  wakes  his  echoing  ftrain, 
And  from  the  grottos  of  the  deep 
The  blue-eyed  Naiads  gaily  peep  : 
Now  in  dafliing  frolic  fporting 

Swiftly  thro'  the  waves  they  glide  ; 
Now  the  gentle  waters  courting 
Stretch  them  on  their  polifli'd  fide. 

*  Britain. 
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And  hark !  flow  fwelllng  on  the  weflern  gale 
The  pomp  of  Mufic  floats  fublime  along  ; 
The  fons  of  Ocean  raife  the  choral  fong. 
And  bid  their  Britifli  Goddefs  hail ! 

Thalia  catches  comfort  from  her  eyes. 
And  as  Iner  coloured  pinions  fpread, 
Waves  high  the  laurel-wreath,   and  crowns  her 
fea-green  head. 

O  Britain,  in  thy  boafl:ed  ifle 

The  favour'd  Mufes  lovelieft  fmile  ; 

Whate'er  with  lyre  fublimely  ftrung 

Calliope  exalted  fung, 

When  Homer  firfl:  the  colleague  flione 

Of  Majefty's  empyreal  throne. 

Or  Maro's  eye  witla  modefl:  ray 

On  Pindus  fliot  ferener  day  ; 

Whate'er  the  Mufe  of  Painting  taught 

To  give  the  eye  the  range  of  thought ; 

Whate'er  with  fteady  hand  flie  drew, 

Or  wildly  dafli'd  for  bolder  view ; 

When  Zeuxis*  o'er  his  pencil  fmil'd 

To  fee  his  critic  eye  beguil'd  ; 

Or 


*  Zeiixis  and  Parrhafius,  two  rival  Greek  Painters,  determined  to 
decide  the  f.iperiority  of  the  pencil,  by  fubmltting  two  of  their  works 
to  a  public  examination.     Tljey  met  accordingly  j  when  Zeuxis  pro- 
duced 
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Or  from  Apclles*  with  furprife 
Greece  faw  a  fecond  Ammon  rife ; 
Whate'er  ParnafTus  boafts  her  own, 
Thy  fons  difplay  around  thy  throne: 
There  Fancy  in  the  funfhine  flings 
A  thoufand  colours  from  her  wings  ; 
There  Judgment's  eye  with  ken  profound 
Surveys  his  philofophic  round; 
"  And  Wifdom  with  his  ftar-crown'd  head 
Sees  worlds  unknown  before  him  fpread. 

Yet  ah  !  when  Barry's  glowing  eye 

Shuts  cold  within  the  grave  ; 
When  Fancy's  dreams  her  Fufeli  fly,   ' 

Nor  longer  in  his  eagle  fight 

Refle6ling  ev'ry  varied  light 

Her  gleaming  vifions  wave ; 

duced  his  piece,  reprefenting  two  men  carrying  a  bunch  of  grapes, 
which  the  birds  immediately  flew  to  and  pecked  ;  this  fufficiently 
proved  the  nice  execution  ^of  the  grapes;  but  this  was  not  the  praife 
that  Zeuxis  wifhed  ;  who  candidly  acknowledged  that  want  of  manli- 
iiefs  in  the  faces  of  the  bearers,  which  failed  to  hinder  the  near  ap- 
proach of  the  birds.  He  now  turned  to  Parrhafius,  and  defired  him  to 
remove  the  curtain,  that  his  piflurc  might  be  examined:  the  curtain 
itfelfwas  the  plflure  :  when  this  exclamation  of  fubmiffion  and  admi- 
ration burfi;  from  his  aftoniihed  rival: — "Zeuxis  has  deceived  birds, 
but  Parrhafius  has  deceived  Zeuxishiml'elf !" 

*  Appelles,  the  Prince  of  Grecian  Painters,  and  favourite  of  Alex- 
ander the  Great,  whofe  pidure  none  but  himfelf  was  permitted  to  copy. 
It  is  reported  that  he  executed  fo  great  a  likenefs  of  that  Prince,  that 
the  horfe  of  the  Monarch  neighed  on  approaching  it,  fuppofmg  him- 
felf in  the  prefence  of  his  mafier. 

When 
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When  Hift'ry  weeps  her  dying  Weft, 
And  tears  her  variegated  veft 

At  ev'ry  ftreaming  tear  ; 
Ah !  who  on  fad  Thalia's  cheek 

Recalls  the  faded  bloom  ; 
Whofe  hands  the  drooping  laurel  feelc, 

That  waves  in  filence  dark  and  drear 
Above  the  Mufe's  tomb  ? 

See  o'er  the  fields  of  Glory  gay 

Yon  youthful  form  arife 
That  from  his  hand  diffufes  day, 

And  darts  along  the  fkies  ! 
'Tis  He  !*  But  why  the  hurrying  gleam 

That  marks  his  ardent  way  ? 
Why  ftreams  yon  wild  diforder'd  beam 

With  quick  convulfive  ray  ? 
Ah  !  know'ft  thou  not  that  fparkling  bowl 

In  Pleafure's  fatal  arm? 

Hide,  lurer,  hide  the  fraudful  charm  ! 
Yet  vain  the  pray'r!  See,  where  his  trembling  foul 
With  the  wild  rapture  panting,  dying, 
Now  on  Hope's  faint  pinions  flying, 

•  T.  Kirk,    one  of  the   mofl   animated  and   promifing   Painters  this 
country  has  produced,  died,  like  that  Raphael   he  was  fo   flcilfully  imi- 
tating in  fpirit  and  grandeur  of  defign,  a  vidim  to  licentioufnefs;  and 
■was  cut  off  in  the  flower  of  his  youth,  a  few  years  fince. 

Now 
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Now  cafting  back  on  life's  loft  glitt'ring  fcene 

The  dimm'd  and  dark'ning  eye, 
Views  pale  and  ghaft  its  courfe  beneath, 

Cheer'd  by  no  foft,  no  rural  landfcape  green, 
The  realms  that  bound  the  vale  of  Death, 

Gulph  without  depth,  and  cloud  without  a  fky ; 
Glooms,  where  Fate  is  taught  to  frown. 
Shades,  that  Fear  and  Horror  crown ; 
Where  is  felt  a  weight  of  Night, 
And  Blacknefs  that  can  blaft  the  fight  ! 
Ah  !  would  this  tear  could  melt  his  woes  away, 
This  figh  his  fpirit  call,  and  bid  it  mix  with  day  ! 
Turn  yet,  ye  Suns  of  Genius,  turn, 
With  undiminilli'd  luftre  burn  ; 
Turn  yet  from  yon  obfcuring  cloud. 
Where  Sorrow  weaves  her  dropping  (hroud  ; 

And,  o'er  the  fields  of  Glory  borne 
Beyond  the  reach  of  fullcn  night. 

Dart  from  your  eyes  the  wonted  morn, 
That  gave  our  day  delight ! 
For  fee!  Where  on  Thalia's  head 
With  rays  of  beaming  grandeur  fpread, 

Rich  blooms  again  the  laurel  green  ! 
And  low  !  flow  moving  o'er  the  radiant  flcies 

With  fteadier  ftep  and  of  majeftic  mien, 
He  *  comes,  the  Youth  who  charm'd  a  Britain's 
eyes, 

*  R.  K.  Porter,  the  rifing  and  much  admired  painter  of  the  Storm- 
ing of  Seringapatam. 
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When  from  his  pencil  Valour  rofe. 
And,  tow'ring  high  above  his  Eaftern  foes, 
Wav'd  his  red  ftandard  o'er  the  daring  fcene. 

O  Painting,  next  in  Fancy's  heart, 

To  her  fublime  thy  Sifter  Art, 

Who  taught  her  Shakefpeare's  breaft  to  glow 

With  more  than  thou,  a  Goddefs,  know  j 

Thou,  warm  Expreflion's  rofieft  child, 

Whofe  blufhful  cheek  has  ever  fmil'd. 

But  when  in  fome  unwonted  hour. 

Pale  Sorrow  met  thy  pitying  pow'r  ; 

Such  time,  as  loft  in  mimic  pain 

A  tortur'd  Saviour  died  again. 

The  while  thy  tyrant  son  *  beneath 

The  bleeding  model  gafp'd  in  death  ; 

Pour,  Goddefs,  on  this  tafteful  age 

Thy  breathing  foul's  div inert  rage, 

Each  beam  that  fparkles  from  thine  eye, 

Where  rang'd  the  colour'd  fplendors  lie. 


♦  Michael  Angelo  Buonarotti,  who  united  in  his  perfon  the  differ- 
ent arts  of  Painting,  Sculpture,  and  Architedtiire,  lived  during  the 
revival  of  learning  in  Italy  j  and,  as  inafler  of  the  firft  profeffion,  ranks 
second  in  the  lift  to  the  immortal  Raphael,  An  anecdote,  as  cruel  as 
it  was  ungenerous,  here  alluded  to,  is  related  of  this  artift  :• — That  in 
order  to  paint  the  agonies  of  Death  with  greater  force  in  the  face  of  a 
crucified  Saviour,  he  flabbed  a  man  at  his  feet,  and  copied  the  tort\ired 
and  frightful  lineaments  of  his  vifage,  as  he  lay  expiring. 
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The  glowing  thought,  the  mirid  of  fire, 
And  all  that  Fancy's  charms  infpire  ! 
E'en,  Virgin,  to  this  bread  impart 
If  not  to  feel,  to  love  thine  Art, 
Delight  to  view  each  pi£tur'd  tale, 
Where  Virtue  and  her  fons  prevail. 
Where  Tafle  has  moral  ends  purfu'd, 
And  Genius  teaches  to  be  good. 
Impart ;  and  each  new  wonder  giv'n 
Shall  bid  me  hail  thee  "  Lov'd  of  Heav'n !" 


•'^\%%\\\^<\*\S<V^%^'i'< 


WAN  DIE'S    WAVE. 

TL  HE  placid  eve,  the  whifp'ring  gale, 
Bid  mufmg  Love  and  Peace  prevail ; 
And  call  the  lonely  fwain  to  ftray 
Where  breezy  Coolnefs  fans  the  way. 
How  fweet  to  breathe  thro'  yonder  grove 
The  penfive  lay,  the  fighs  of  Love, 
While  ftreams'in  anfw'ring  murmurs  lave 
The  peaceful  banks  of  Wandle's  Wave ! 

Yet,  ah  !  the  notes  that  Friendfliip  taught, 
Muft  foon  awake  a  gloomier  thought. 

Since 
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Since  She  will  clofe  thofe  eyes  of  fire 
That  now  the  rural  fong  infpire  ; 
The  fummer  eve,  the  cooling  grove 
Hear  then  no  more  the  fighs  of  Love  ; 
I  go  to  drefs  AfFe6tTon's  grave  ; 
Adieu,  the  banks  of  Wandle's  Wave! 


HYMNS. 
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TO    THE    OMNIPOTENT    GOD. 

— •e«e{Olooc^— 
Deo  Opt.  Max. 
— — ®«<9!OI©«<»— 

A.LMIGHTY  King,  who  fit'fl  above, 
Enthron'd  with  Majefty  and  Love, 

Eternal  Arbiter  of  fate  ; 
Whether  we  name  thee  God  of  all. 
Or  Alia,  Jove,  or  Mithra  call, 

Thou,  thou  alone  art  truly  great ! 

Princes,  the  fhadows  of  thy  nod, 
Live  but  to  (hew,  how  low  to  God 

Is  all  the  gaudy  pride  of  earth  : 
Thy  Kingdom  comprehends  all  fpace; 
Thy  Crown,  enrich'd  with  pearls  of  grace, 

Is  glorious  as  the  Morning's  birth  ! 


If  earth's  an  atom  in  thy  fight, 
Enwrapt  in  Folly's  mazy  night, 


How 
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Hbw  low  am  I  that  on  it  dwell ! 
Thy  Brightnefs,  not  the  fun  can  (how  ; 
Thy  Voice,  not  all  the  winds  that  blow. 

Nor  all  the  rolling  thunders  tell ! 

The  earthquake,  and  the  tempeft,  both 
Are  but  the  bubbles  of  thy  wrath. 

When  Vice  appall'd  fhrinks  at  thy  frown  ; 
But  fearlefs  Virtue's  heav'nly  form, 
Sits,  like  an  angel,  mid  the  ftorm. 

And  fmilins;  wreathes  her  olive  crown. 

Grafp  the  whole  earth  within  thy  hand, 
Bid  heav'n  be  nought  at  thy  command, 

Thou,  only  thou,  be  ftill  the  fame; 
The  void  immenfe  itfelf  (hall  cry, 
«'  Glory  to  thee,  O  God  moft  High," 

And  ever  "hallowed  be  thy  Name!" 


HYMNS. 
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HYMNS  FOR  THE  SEASONS. 


'®i 


Quid  prius  dicara  folitis  Parentis 
Laudlbus  ?     Qui  res  hominum  ac  deorum 
Qui  mare,  et  terras,  variis  que  racndum 
Temperat  horis. 

HoR.  Lib.  I.  Od.  xii.  v.  13, 

SPRING. 

Jrllow  fmiling  wakes  the  verdant  year 

Array 'd  in  velvet  green ! 
How  glad  the  circling  fields  appear. 

That  bound  the  blooming  fcene  ! 

Forth  walks  from  heav'n  the  beaming  Spring, 

Calm  as  the  dew  fhe  fheds ; 
And  o'er  the  winter's  mutt'ring  king 

Her  veil  of  rofes  fpreads. 

The  fky  ferene,  the  waking  flow'rs, 

The  river's  loo  fen 'd  wave. 
Repay  the  kind  and  tepid  Hours 

With  all  the  charms  they  gave. 

T  And 
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And  hark  !  From  yon  melodious  grove 
The  feather'd  warblers  break  ; 

And  into  notes  of  joy  and  love 
The  folitude  awake ! 

And  fhall  the  firft  belov'd  of  Heav'n 

Mute  liften  as  they  fing  ? 
Shall  Man,  to  whom  the  lyre  is  giv'n, 
Not  wake  one  grateful  firing  ? 

O  let  me  join  th'  afpiring  lay, 
That  gives  my  Maker  praife ; 

Join,  but  in  louder  notes  than  they, 
Than  all  their  pleafures  raife  ! 

From  ftormy  Winter  hoar  and  chill 
Warm  fcenes  of  peace  arife  : 

For  ever  thus  from  feeming  ill 
Heav'n  every  good  fupplies. 

For  fee,  'tis  mildnefs,  beauty,  all 
Around  the  laughing  whole  ; 

And  Nature's  verdant  charms  recall 
The  mildnefs  of  the  foul. 


O  Thou 


\: 
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O  Thou,  from  whofe  all-gracious  eye 
The  fun  of  fplendour  beams  ; 

Whofe  glories  ev'ry  ray  fupply,"" 
That  gilds  the  trembling  ftreams  ; 

O'er  Nature's  green  and  teeming  fields 

Bid  flow'ry  graces  rife, 
And  ev'ry  fweet  Creation  yields 

Salute  the  morning  fkies. 

Where  yonder  moves  the  plough  of  toil 

Along  the  ftubborn  land, 
O  kindly  lift  the  yielding  foil, 

And  foothe  the  lab'ring  hand. 

Thence  bid  gay  Fruitfulnefs  around 
Her  blooming  reign  extend  ; 

And  vi^here  thy  richeft  gifts  are  found. 
Tell  who  the  heav'nly  Friend. 

As  vi^ith  her  fmiles,  Life's  weary  vale 

Is  gentler  trod  below  ; 
With  thine,  the  clofing  home  we  hail. 

That  fhuts  us  in  from  Woe  ! 


T  Vs 


2  Till 
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Till  that  celeftial  home  is  ours. 

Let  us  its  Lord  implore, 
Content  may  cheer  our  pilgrim  hours, 

And  guide  us  to  the  door. 


SUMMER. 


RIGHT  Summer  beams  along  the  (ky. 
And  paints  the  glowing  year ; 
Where'er  we  turn  the  raptur'd  eye, 
Her  fplendid  tints  appear  ! 

Then  when  fo  fit  to  lift  the  fong 

To  gratitude  and  Heav'n, 
To  whom  her  purple  charms  belong. 

From  whom  thofe  charms  are  giv'n  ? 

Thee,  thee.  Almighty  King  of  kings, 

Man  worfhips  not  alone ; 
Each  budding  flow'r  its  incenfe  brings. 

And  wafts  it  to  thy  throne. 


The 
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The  fields  with  verdant  mantle  gay, 

The  grove's  fequefter'd  walks. 
All,  all  around,  thy  praife  difplay, 

And  dumb  Creation  talks. 

When  Morn,  with  rofy  fingers  fair, 

Her  golden  journey  takes  ; 
When  frefh'ning  Zephyrs  fan  the  air. 

And  Animation  wakes ; 

Man  ftarts  from  emblematic  death, 

And  bends  the  grateful  knee 
To  welcome  with  tranfported  breath 

New  light,  and  life,  and  Thee ! 

When  Noon  averts  his  radiant  face, 

And  fhuts  his  piercing  eye  ; 
And  Eve,  with  modeft  mcafur'd  pace, 

Steps  up  the  weften  fky, 

Repos'd  beneath  thy  guardian  wings 

The  pious  mortal  refts  ; 
Nor  knows  one  watchful  care  that  fprings 

Within  unholy  breafts. 


When 
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What  then,  if  pealing  thunders  roll. 

If  lightnings  flafh  afar  ! 
Undaunted  hears  his  fainted  foul 

The  elemental  war. 

I 
'Tis  but  to  him  a  parent's  voice, 

That  blefTes  while  it  blames  ; 
That  bids  unburden'd  air  rejoice. 

And  life  and  health  proclaims. 

Night's  deepeft  gloom  is  but  a  calm. 
That  foothes  the  v/earied  mind  ; 

The  labour'd  day's  reftoring  balm. 
The  comfort  of  inankind. 

O  thus  may  Heav'n  and  holy  Peace 

Smooth  foft  the  rocks  of  age  ; 
Till  Thou  fhalt  bid  Exiftence  ceafe. 

And  tear  its  blotted  page  : 

Till  ftorms  no  more,  or  tempefl^s  rage. 

And  Death's  dark  vale  I  fee  ; 
That  vale,  which  through  the  fliadowy  grave 

But  leads  to  Heav'n  and  Thee  ! 


AUTUMN. 
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A  UTUMN. 


»eS®<SH>j».®®5®^— 


-It  AIR  Autumn  fpreads  her  fields  of  gold, 
And  waves  her  amber  wand ; 

See  earth  its  yellow  charms  unfold 
Beneath  her  magic  hand  ! 

Unrivall'd  Beauty  decks  our  vales, 
Bright  Fruitfulnefs  our  plains  ; 

Gay  Health  with  Chearfulnefs  prevails, 
And  fmiling  Glory  reigns. 

To  Thee,  great  lib'ral  Source  of  all, 

We  ftrike  our  earthly  lyre  ; 
Till  Fate  our  rifing  foul  fhall  call, 

And  Angels  form  the  choir. 

The  fplendour  that  enchants  our  eyes. 

Reminds  us  of  thy  fame  ; 
The  blcffings  that  from  earth  arife 

Thy  generous  hand  proclaim. 


The 
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The  plenty  round  our  meadows  feen 

Is  emblem  of  thy  love; 
And  harmony  that  binds  the  fcene, 

The  peace  that  reigns  above. 

Beneath  the  fickle,  fmiling  round, 

And  in  deftru<SlIon  fair. 
The  golden  harveft  ftrews  the  ground, 

And  fliuts  the  labour'd  year. 

ISIan  drops  into  refrefliing  reft. 
And  fmooths  his  wearied  brow  ; 

With  rural  peace  the  herds  are  bleft. 
And  Nature  fmiles  below  ! 

O  let  thy  hand,  parental  King, 

Be  open  to  our  pray'rs  ! 
Unlock  fweet  Plenty's  lib'ral  fpring. 

And  fliow'r  untainted  airs. 

And  fend  me  thro'  life's  noifelefs  way, 
With  Innocence  my  guide  ; 

Let  no  temptations  bid  me  ftray, 
And  leave  her  angel  fide  ! 


Olet 
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O  let  the  bird  of  tuneful  breath, 
The  beaft  that  fri(ks  on  earth, 

The  fifh  that  fports  the  wave  beneath. 
Enjoy  their  (hort  liv'd  mirth  ! 

Let  no  rude  inftrument  of  Fate 
Arrefl;  the  flutt'ring  wing  ; 

No  horns  re-echo  at  my  gate, 
That  fmiles  and  flaughter  bring ; 

No  quav'ring  line,  with  tortur'd  fnare 

In  agonizing  fraud. 
Explore  the  ftreams,  that  flow  fo  fair. 

To  tempt  the  wat'ry  lord ! 

That  Mercy  which  to  man  is  giv'n, 
So  fweet  with  dewy  eyes, 

O  let  it  feek  its  native  Heav'n, 
When  gentle  Pity  dies  ! 


u  WINTER* 
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WINTER, 
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Jo. ARK  !  'twas  dark  Winter's  fullen  voice, 
That  told  the  glooms  that  reign'd  ; 

That  bade  the  plains  no  more  rejoice, 
And  all  the  waves  be  chain'd ! 

And  fee  green  Autumn  dies  away ; 

The  pallid  fire  is  come  ! 
The  plains  his  fhiv'ring  rules  obey. 

And  every  wave  is  dumb ! 

Yet  ftill  with  cheerful  heart  I  pace 

The  whiten'd  vale  below : 
And  fmile  at  every  printed  trace 

I  leave  upon  the  fnow. 

Thus  (foft  I  whifper  to  my  breaft,) 
Man  treads  life's  weary  wafte  ; 

Each  ftep  that  leads  to  better  reft 
Porgot  as  foon  as  pad  ! 


For 
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For  what  is  life  and  all  its  bliis  ? 

The  fplendour  of  a  fly  ; 
The  breathing  of  the  morning's  kifs  ; 

A  fummer's  flufhing  fky. 

Difmantled  lies  the  gaudy  fly  ; 

Morn  droops  at  Evening's  frown  ; 
And  Summer,  tho'  fo  gay  her  eye, 

Tempeftuous  terrors  crown  ! 

Yes,  Lord  ;  but  fhoots  no  gladd'ning  day 

Thro'  this  nodurnal  fcene  ? 
Decks  not  one  gem  of  lively  ray 

Grief's  darkfome  wave  unfeen  ? 

How  fweet  the  evergreen  beguiles 

The  gloom  of  yonder  fnow ! 
Tims  Virtue  cheers,  with  endlefs  fmiles, 

Life's  wintry  wafle  of  Woe. 

Howl  then,  ye  ftorms  ;  ye  tempefts,  beat 

Round  this  unfhrinking  head  ! 
I  know  a  fweet,  a  foft  retreat 

In  Virtue's  peaceful  (hed ! 


u  2  Drive 
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Drive  down,  ye  hails  ;  pour  fno-vs  and  winds. 

Pale  terror  where  I  ftray  ! 
My  foot  a  path,  yet  verdant,  finds 

Where  Virtue  fmooths  the  way  ! 

O  Thou,  by  whofe  all-gracious  hand 

The  cherub  Mercy  ftands. 
Smiling,  at  each  divine  command. 

With  fondnefs  o'er  the  lands ; 

O  let  me  ne'er  with  nharble  eye 

Pale  fhiv'ring  Want  reje6l. 
Where  mourns  the  long,  the  deep-drawn  figh 

The  anguifti  of  negledl ! 

While  lordly  Pride  and  cufliion'd  Eafe 

Petition's  tear  defpife ; 
O  let  this  hand  the  mourner  raife. 

And  wipe  her  ftrearaing  eyes  ! 

When  Death  fhall  call  me  to  my  Lord, 

To  bow  beneath  his  throne ; 
His  praife  be  the  divine  reward, 

That  charity  has  won. 


There, 
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There,  where  no  wintry  ftorms  affright, 

No  tempefls  (hake  the  pole  ; 
No  gloomy  ihades  of  dreary  night 

Appall  the  waking  foul  ; 

There  let  me  ever  hymn,  adore, 
And  love  th'  immortal  King  ; 

Love,  while  dread  Winter  breaks  no  more 
Th'  eternity  of  Spring  ! 
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PALACE  OF  PLEASURE  5 

AN 

ALLEGORICAL    POEM, 
IN  TWO  CANTOS, 

WRITTEN     IN      IMITATION      OF 

SFEJVSER. 

Fior  fenza  friitto. 

Petrabch. 

A  fiow'r,  from  whofe  contrafted  root 

Ne'er  blufh'd  to  life  the  neaar'd  fruit. 


•ra  f*9i  rav 


SI;  rJoy  o'C,  B(af^ijV  sfjtoi  ya^  auJaj 


Amid  tlie  Rofes  fierce  Repentance  rears 
Her  fnaky  crefl !........ 


Sappho. 


Thomson. 


GLOSS  A RY 


OF  THE 


OLD    ENGLISH    WORDS    USED    BY    SPENSER, 
And  found  in  the  following  Poem. 

— •|»»»IOi«*«•— 


^'4A'iOiV— forthwith,  prefently. 
AJkeiu—  afide. 
Ay — always. 

Bale — 'iiiferv. 
Benemft  -  named. 
Befeein — feem. 
Be/pent — Iprinkled. 

Certes — indeed,  certainly. 
Clepe — call, 

Da-x^d — dazzled,  prst.  of  daze, 
Z)^/,>— ftilfully, 
Dight — clad,  adorn'd. 
Dijffread — fpread. 

^a/,6— eafy 

Ee — eye. 

EJtfoons — foon  afterward. 

£/</— Time. 

En — is  often  ufed  at  the  end  of  a 
word  to  lengthen  the  metre  5  as, 
fledden,  fled;  decayen,  decay; 
and  alfo  to  denote  the  partici- 
ple ;  as,  they  were  wrappen,  they 
weie  wrapped,  &c. 

Erfi  —  once,  formerly. 

^wf— eyes. 

Foeman — foe,  enemy. 

'Gan — bej^an  j  praet.  of  begin. 

Hight — called,  named. 

Imp — child,  offspring. 

Kemb — combj  prset,  kempt. 

Leman — miftrefs,  concubine. 
I.ljl — defire,  choofe. 

Mhk!e — much,  great. 

Aloe — more. 

ilferf— raightj  verb  fubftant. 


Nathlefs — nevertheiefs. 
Ne — no,  not,  nor,  neither. 

Palmer — pilgrim  ;  fo  called  from  a 
bough  of  the  palm-tree,  which 
thofe  who  made  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  Holy  Land  carried  in  their 
journey. 

Plain — lament,  complain. 

Pleajaunce — p  1  ea  fu  re. 

RabbUmen: — di forderly  affemblage, 

tnra\dtuous  mob, 
R'fe — frequent,  abundant^ 

Say — a  kind  of  filken  cloth. 
Sheen — fhine  ;  pra;t.  IheenM. 
Sheening — fh  in  i  n  g, 
Shent — piinifhed. 
Sooth — indeed. 
Sou-venaftce — remembrance. 
State — ftout,  ftrong. 

Tote — taught. 

Utfweeting — ignorant,  unknowing, 

PFail — lamentation. 
ff'een^-ihinV,  fuppofe,  imagine. 
//"^Ar/w^— growing,   increafing,  be- 
coming. 
Whiles— Vih  ile. 
Wight — man,  perfon. 
Wis — think,  fuppofe,  imagine. 
Won — dwelling,  houfe. 
Wot,  or  luote — know,  to  be  certain. 

Y — is  often  ufed  at  the  beginning 
of  a  word  to  lengthen  the  me- 
tre ;  as,  yftall,  flail ;  yhorn, 
born,  &c. 

Yclept — called,  named;  praet.  of 
clepe. 

Yfcre — 'ogether. 

YJlall—VwQ,  dwell. 
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W  HEN  it  is  urged  with  respect  to  the  "pre- 
sent Enghsh  phraseology,  that  expressive,  as 
well  as  elegant  language,  can  never  be  wanting 
to  the  choice  of  an  Author,  upon  whatever 
subject  his  pen  is  employed,  it  will,  without 
doubt,  be  a  sufficient  apology  for  the  simple 
style  and  obsolete  diction  occasionally  found 
in  the  following  Poem  to  premise,  that  custom 
has  long  established  the  manner  of  Spencer  as 
a  model  for  Allegorical  Composition*.  The 
present  imitation  of  the  verse  of  that  immortal 
Poet  is  accompanied  with  language  that  may 
to  some  ears  border  upon  the  ludicrous  ;  this, 
however,  as  an  Annotator  on  Thomson  some- 
where observes,  is  necessary  to  bring  it  to 
a  greater  degree  of  perfection  ;   and,  in  fact,  it 

»  Vide  West's  Education,  Thomfon's  Caftlc  of  Indolence. 
—Pope's  Temple  of  Fame  is  llie  only  exception  to  the  general 
rule  the  Author  ever  met  with. 

X  not 
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not  only  renders  the  imitative  stile  more  like 
the  original,  but  tends  to  add  considerably  to 
that  unstudied  harmony  and  simplicity  of  na- 
ture, which  so  attract  and  amuse  the  mind  in 
studying  the  Bard  of  Mulla's  admirable  effu- 
sions. Where  the  allegory  is  wanting  in  the 
survey  of  human  life,  the  youth  and  inexperi- 
ence of  the  Author  will,  it  is  hoped,  be 
brought  to  the  recollection  of  the  excusing 
Reader ;  and  the  moral,  never  to  be  too  often 
repeated,  that  is  drawn  from  it,  which  endea- 
vours to  correct  the  vices  of  the  age  by  shew- 
ing tl)e  frightful  landscape  that  terminates  the 
alluring  path  of  sinful  Pleasure,  supply  the 
defects  of  a  Muse,  who  is  entering  into  public 
in  her  sixteenth  year,  bashful  on  her  first  exhi- 
bition, and  listening  with  trembling  expecta- 
tion, as  she  passes,  to  the  shouts  of  disappro- 
bation or  applause  that  burst  from  the  sur- 
rounding multitude. 

J.  H.  X.  HUNT. 
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CANTO    I. 


The  Palace  hight  of  Pleafure  fair. 
And  all  its  flieen  delight, 
Where  rapture  of  deceitful  lure 
Enchants  the  mortal  wights 


1. 

^ERTES  it  is,  and  Saints  have  whilom  faid. 
That  worldly  Pleafure  is  but  worldly  Woe, 
In  the  hot  bofom  of  the  Paflions  bred, 
Cradled  by  Tempefts  that  ay  rage  and  blow, 
And  taught  ne  virtue,  ne  advice  to  know  : 
Then  comes  a  fickly  funfliine  deadly  warm. 
Shedding  a  gilded  peftilence  below  ; 
Within  its  beam  faft  fades  the  wafting  form, 
Till  night  and  cloud  fucceed,  and  turbulence  and  ftorm, 

X  2  There 
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II. 

There  is,  yvvafhed  by  the  murm'ring  main, 
A  Fairy  land,  yclept  Temptation's  Ifle, 
So  fair,  it  feein'd  as  Eden  there  had  lain, 
Such  fweet  Enchantment  o'er  the  coafl:  doth  fmile  l 
And  ah  !  poor  mortal  wight  it  doth  beguile 
With  waving  trees  that  deck  the  lliores  around. 
Which  to  the  fight  ne  things  unclean  defile. 
And  velvet  fields  that  glitter  o'er  the  ground, 
And  purling  dreams,  and  groves  with  tufted  verdure 
crown'd. 

III. 

The  circling  fea,  that  gliftens  round  the  coall. 

Doth  all  befeem  of  cryftal  glafs,  1  ween, 

Whofe  oily  wave  ne  fhip  hath  ever  toft, 

Ne  ftormy  death  defil'd  its  waters  fheen  ; 

But  all  around  is  gentle  fmoothnefs  green. 

And  tint  caerulean  on  the  ocean  dy'd  ; 

And  whifp'ring  breezes  fan  the  luring  fcene : 

For  ne  rude  winds  do  roufe  the  fleeping  tide, 

Ne  bluft'ring  blafts  deform'd,  with  tempeft  at  their  fide. 

I  v. 

And  on  the  air  are  dulcet  chantings  heard, 

That  trip  to  found  of  foul-delighting  lyre  ; 

Yet  ne  in  all  their  fong  one  mournful  word, 

Ne  plauitive  ftrain  that  mufing  mote  infpire, 

But 
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But  lively  notes  which  gaiety  yfire, 

Such  as  that  noble  harper,  Orpheus  hight, 

Did  fing  to  brutes,  who  wondcr'd  at  the  wire. 

And  with  uncouth  rejoicing  would  delight 

To  dance  along  the  woods,  in  rugged  liv'ry  dight. 

V. 

And  right  aloud  the  joyous  birds  did  fing, 

With  melody  confus'd  that  fill'd  the  fky : 

The  foaring  lark,  with  tawny-dappled  wing, 

And  humbler  linnet  with  his  gentle  eye. 

And  gorgeous  finch,  with  breaft  of  golden  dye  ; 

Ne  fear'd  the  bright  canary  there  to  dwell, 

Ne  chatt'ring  thrufh  that  peeps  with  glancing  fly  ; 

But  ne  fad  nightingale  mourn'd  o'er  the  dell, 

Neowl  with  flapping  wings  flirieking  the  notes  of  Hell. 

VI. 

Eke  the  bright  Sun,  as  though  he  had  flood  ftill, 
Sheen'd  o'er  the  beauteous  land  each  rolling  day  ; 
And  ting'd  with  gold  the  top  of  ev'ry  hill. 
And  in  each  vale  with  burnifli'd  fplendour  lay ; 
So  that  Dame  Nature  did  for  aye  look  gay : 
For  though  dark  night  ycamc  with  vifage  ftern, 
Yet  then  would  Art  his  copied  flame  difplay. 
And  on  each  tree  a- hundred  lamps  yburn, 
VVhich  did  new  day  relume,  and  gloom  to  radiance  turn. 

With 
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VII. 

With  eyne  faft  fixing  on  this  lovely  fight, 

And  fiU'd  with  wonder  at  th'  enchanting  fcene. 

Upon  the  adverfe  ftrand  a  valiant  knight 

Stood  wrapt  in  thought ;  his  ftill  and  eager  mien 

Betray'd  how  much  the  land,  (o  fweet  and  green, 

In  vernal  beauty  all  delightful  drefs'd, 

Charm'd  his  enraptur'd  foul  :  for,  well  I  ween, 

He  wifli'd  upon  the  goodly  fliore  to  reft. 

Yet  faw  ne  loolc'd-for  boat  to  cafe  his  longing  breaft. 

VIll. 

Sudden  fweet  founds  of  mellow  fymphony. 
In  tender  undulations  fwell'd  on  air  ; 
New  fplendour  feem'd  to  flufh  the  glowing  fky. 
And  Nature  rife  with  vifage  doubly  fair; 
Soft  whifp'ring  breezes  breathing  gently  near  ; 
Dropping  rich  perfume  from  each  fanning  wing. 
Brought  the  fmooth  numbers  to  his  raptur'dear; 
While  Summer,  putting  on  the  robe  of  Spring, 
'Can  from  his  radiant  lap  the  verdant  flow'retsflin"-, 

IX. 

Anon  a  filver  cloud  roH'd  fair  alone: 
When  lo  !  quick  op'ning  on  the  beaming  day. 
It  rent  its  fwelHng  fide ;  and,  with  a  fong 
Burfting  in  melody  confus'd  and  gay, 

A  tribe 
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A  tribe  of  airy  fylphs  in  wanton  play. 
Broke  forth,  and  forming  fportive  dance  divine, 
Around  th'  admiring  knight,  in  funny  ray 
Chanted  fweet  hymns  to  Bacchus  god  of  wine, 
And  Her,  round  whofe  fair  brow  the  graceful  myrtles 
twine. 

X. 

Now  here,  now  there  their  colour'd  wings  they  threw 
With  many  a  mirthful  movement  twirling  round ; 
And  zones  they  carried  of  the  rainbow's  hue 
With  golden  buckles  fplendidly  ybound,  * 

Which  they  unloos'd  and  droppen  on  the  ground. 
That  Sport  might  be  all  eafy, brifk,  and  light: 
For  none  among  them  mournful  was  there  found. 
That  Merriment  and  Joy  could  ne  delight ;        [bright. 
But  laugh 'd  the  wantons  loud,  and  wav'd  their  pinions 

XT. 

Sudden  they  fnatch'd  Sir  Guyon  up  on  high, 

Unweeting  v/hether  good  or  harm  would  be. 

While  drowfy  flecp  came  heavy  on  his  eye. 

And  all  forgotton  was  their  laughing  glee: 

The  verdant  lawn,  fmooth  meadow,  and  green  tree, 

And  cloud,  and  fylphs  quick  faded  from  his  thought. 

And  fportive  dance  ne  longer  could  he  fee ! 

Mufic  ne  moe  fweet  harmony  y brought, 

Ne  fea,  ne  ifle,  ne  fkies  his  eyne  enchanted  fought. 

Soft 


160  PALACE    OF   PLEASURE. 

XII. 

Soft  on  the  dewy  grafs  that  fring'd  the  Ifle 

The  lovely  fpirits  laid  their  fleepy  load ; 

Nor  waken'd  he,  till  Morn  again  'gan  fmile, 

And  murm'ring  Ocean  round  her  mantle  flow'd ; 

When  to  his  couch  of  green  as  foft  (he  trod, 

A  beauteous  virgin  rous'd  the  vi^ond'ring  knight 

With  flovi^ing  hair  tied  up  with  pearly  node, 

Who  at  her  fide,  with  gather'd  flow'rets  dight. 

Bore  keys  of  glitt'ring  gold,  with  frequent  ufing  bright, 

XIII. 

In  her  fair  hand  a  bag  full  rich  fhe  held, 
With  curious  coins  and  antique  monies  flor'd  ; 
Some  with  ftamp  eaten  by  devouring  Eld, 
And  fome  that  many  a  learn'd  device  afford 
Of  emp'ror  noble,  or  Caefarean  lord  : 
And  on  her  painted  veftment  could  be  feen 
Grim  Runic  rhymes  that  wars  and  blood  applaud, 
And  letters  obfolete  and  flow'rs  all  green, 
And  animal,  and  infeft,  copied  well,  I  ween. 

XIV. 

And  her  behind,  with  winning  beauty  mov'd 
A  virgin  figure,  crown'd  with  garlands  fair. 
And  myrtles  green,  by  Cytherea  lov'd. 
And  many  a  jewel  weav'd  among  her  hair, 

And 
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And  diamonds  gay,  and  preciou  pebble  rare  ; 

One  hand  a  burning  heart  did  trembling  hold 

Ypierc'd  with  dart  and  flaming  to  the  air. 

And  fetter'd  all  around  with  links  of  gold, 

With  purple  drops  befprent,  and  never  wexing  cold. 

XV. 

Her  other  hand  a  glitt'ring  goblet  rais'd, 
With  mantling  wine  delicious  to  the  tafte 
Yfparkling  fair,  that  with  red  fplendour  blaz'd. 
And  all  around  a  mickle  brightnefs  caft  ; 
And  on  its  fide  were  carved  forms  ne  chafte 
Of  frilking  Wantonnefs,  and  loving  Dames, 
And  dancing  Satyrs  ne'er  in  fport  the  lad, 
And  lovely  Nymphs  that  nourifli'd  Cupid's  flames, 
And  many  elfe,  I  wote,  of  lefs  renowned  names. 

XVI. 

Then  thus  thefirft  fair  form  ;  "  Thrice  bleft  Sir  Knight 

'  op 

**  Brought  to  this  foil  of  health,  and  eafe,  and  peace, 

**  Brought  to  this  foil  of  fplendour  and  delight, 

"  Where  joys  ay  dwell,  ay  tranfport  and  increafe, 

"  Where  glad  Eternity  can  never  ceafe, 

''  The  Tree  of  Life  awaits  your  hand,  be  wife  ; 

*'  Pluck  ;  feafl  with  Heav'n  :  Pleafure  with  joyous  face 

**  Bade  me  conduct  to  her  defuing  eyes  [defpife. 

**  The  knight  flic  loves  j  her  love  the  bold  can  ne'er 

Y  "  Me 


162 


PALACE    OF    PLEASURE. 


XVII. 

Me  Curiofity  men  wrongly  clepe; 

In  Fairy-land  ay  higher  name  I  bore. 

And  hight  Inquiry  ;  the  great  key  I  keep 

Of  fage  Philofophy's  celeftial  ftore  ; 

This  hand  can  ope  gay  Nature's  hidden  door, 

And  give  to  youth  the  knowledge  of  old  age: 

Come,  follow  me  :  let  Love  proceed  before  ; 

Her  cup  will  foon  be  thine,  and  Life's  dark  page 

Be  fill'd  with  light  and  life  :  O  follow,  and  be  fage.* 


XVIII. 

She  faid  ;  the  knight  quick  turn'd  him  and  beheld 
Bef  ore  his  eyes  all  ravifh'd  with  delight, 
A  ftately  houfe  with  marble  dome,  that  fwell'd 
Its  polifh'd  beauties  on  the  wond'ring  fight ; 
The  fabric's  felf  with  folid  gold  was  bright. 
On  diamond  pillars  fplendldly  ylaid  ; 
And  pearly  chimnics  ever  gay  and  white 
The  beamy  day  with  perfumes  rich  repaid. 
While  raptur'd  Zephyr  ay  his  balmy  pinions  play'd. 


XIX. 


On  a  fmooth  lawn  with  verdure  ever  green. 
The  beauteous  ftrufture  caught  the  meeting  eye  ', 
Ne  valley  low  withheld  the  glitt'ring  fcene, 
Ne  tufted  grove  where  Hamadryad  fhy 


Ne'er 
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Ne'er  fufFers  Phoebus  in  her  bow'rs  to  lie  ; 
While  luring  pilgrim  wight  to  flop  his  way, 
Lay  fcatter'd  round  fweet  flow'rs  of  various  dye ; 
Pink  in  a  thoufand  liv'ries  richly  gay, 
Red  rofe,  and  lily  fair,  that  decks  the  breaft  of  May. 

XX. 

Here  on  the  grafTy  meadow  mote  be  feen 

Gay  troops  of  maids  and  youths  in  purple  dight 

Dancing  in  jollity  along  the  green, 

While  pipe  enliv'ning  heighten'd  the  delight, 

Refponfive  as  the  feet  glanc'd  on  the  fight, 

Twinkling  in  gay  diforder  :  there  beyond, 

Calm  in  the  peaceful  vale  the  lovefick  wight 

Stretch'd  out  repofing  on  the  verdant  ground,  [wound ! 

Dreamt  of  the  darts  of  Love,  and  ah !  how  fweet  they 

XXI. 

Anon  foft,  tender  voices  breath'd  on  air, 
"  Come,  valiant  knight;  come,  valiant,  bleft,  and  wife; 
"  Come,  Heav'ns  beatitude  yborn  to  fhare, 
**  And  learn  to  live,  ne  joy  divine  defpife  ! 
"  Without  what  glories  ftrike  thy  ravifh'd  eyes ! 
"  O  come,  and  fee  what  glories  (hine  within  ! 
"  Come  ;  fee  where  Pleafure  waits  to  give  the  prize 
"  Due  to  the  charms  her  heav'nly  Love  that  win ! 
.  "  Enter  ;  to  come  is  blifs,  to  ftay  defpair  and  fin!" 

Y  2  The 
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XXII. 

The  wond'ring  knight,  along  whofe  breafl,  I  ween, 
Yftole  fufpicions  foul  of  magic  fnare, 
Snatch'd  at  his  fword;   but  this  fome  fprite  unfeen 
Had  borne  away  ;  a  pearly  girdle  fair 
Supplied  its  dreadful  place  ;  and  from  his  hair. 
Where  once  pale  Terror  wav'd  the  nodding  creft. 
Plumes  that  the  gaudy  peacock  boafts  to  wear. 
Hung  quiv'ring  to  the  air ;  while  o'er  his  breafl: 
Soft  flowing  purple  fell  in  folds  that  pi£lur'd  refl:. 

XXIII. 

Again  the  call  melodious  breath'd  on  high. 

Thrilling  the  raptur'd  foul ;  the  yielding  knight 

Shot  on  the  palace  door  his  ardent  eye. 

When  fudden  floated  from  the  realms  of  light 

Sounds,  that  befeem'd  the  touches  of  Delight, 

The  diapafon  of  an  Angel's  lyre  ; 

And  flowly  gliding  backwards  from  the  fight, 

The  portals  wide  'gan  to  the  found  retire. 

And  fplendoursburfl:en  forth,  and  bright  empyreal  fire! 

XXIV. 

High  on  a  glorious  couch  which  far  outfhone 
The  pomp  of  kingly  pow'r  and  royal  fhew. 
The  gorgeous  culhion,  or  the  glitt'ring  throne, 
Or  all  the  wealth  earth  proudly  boafts  below. 

The 
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The  Fairy  Pleafure,  with  refulgent  brow, 
Reclin'd  her  dazzling  form :  one  day  of  light 
Circled  her  beaming  head,  and  Beauty's  glow 
Spread  o'er  her  lovely  cheek  its  crimfon  bright 
While  ev'ry  luring  look  {hot  tranfport  and  delight! 

XXV. 

One  hand  ybore  a  cafket  large  and  gay. 

In  which  bright  jewel,  diamond,  pearl  all  fair. 

And  coflly  gem  in  rich  confufion  lay ; 

And  od'rous  frank incenfe,  and  fpikenard  rare, 

And  fweetmeat,  dainty  and  delicious  fare. 

And  lady's  toy  ne  ufeful  and  ne  flout ; 

Yet,  as  unweeting  how  they  valued  were. 

She  fcatter'd  them  her  fplendid  feat  about. 

Till  all  the  precious  treafure  nigh  had  droppen  out. 

XXVI. 

Her  other  hand  upheld  a  glitt'ring  chain 

Of  golden  links  yform'd,  and  made  below 

A  vafl  round  globe  unmoving  to  fuftain. 

On  which  a  fairy  tribe  of  ftature  low 

And  tender  form  tripp'd  lightly  to  and  fro. 

Waving  their  wings  whene'er  her  fmile  they  fpy ; 

Yet  weak,  I  wote,  and  weary  would  they  grow. 

By  long  exertion,  and  to  nothing  die. 

When  quick  another  band  upftarted  to  the  eye. 

And 
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XXVII. 

And  on  her  breaft  a  mimic  Sun  yfhone, 

That  dazzled  bright  the  eyne  of  mortal  men  ; 

Till  more  familar  with  her  they  had  grown, 

And  much  its  luftre  would  decayen  then  : 

For,  when  once  gone,  it  ne  yfheen'd  again : 

And  her  foft  feet  m  down  ywrappen  were, 

Made  of  the  feath'ry  wing  of  tender  wren, 

Which  ferv'd,  I  ween,  for  gentle  bufl-cin  fair. 

When  ihe  would  rife  fometime,  tho'  rifmg  was  full  rare. 

XXVIII. 

In  her  fweet  eyes  Love,  crown'd  with  melting  rays, 

Sat  like  a  foft  inchanter,  binding  all 

The  fetter'd  foul  in  rapture  and  amaze. 

Who  by  his  luring  magic  doth  recall 

The  faddcn'd  wights  of  this  terreftrial  ball 

To  feflive  merriment,  and  joy  with  fmilts 

Dimpled  beneath  her  lips,  and  did  yftall 

Within  their  ruby  poutings,  who  beguiles 

The  tearful  cares  of  man  with  his  endearing  wiles. 

XXIX. 

And  all  around  her  flow'rs  of  various  hue. 
And  garlands  green,  and  od'rous  perfumes  fpread. 
For  winged  boys  did  ay  profufely  ftrew 
With  ev'ry  fweet  of  earth  her  downy  bed  j 

And 
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And  gay  they  fported  o'er  her  lovely  head. 

And  fome  with  tender  fans,  that  were  ymade 

Of  wing  of  butterfly,  the  breezes  led 

To  pay  her  charms  obedience,  and  yplay'd 

In  airy  circles  round  the  couch  were  Ihe  was  laid. 

XXX, 

Behind  her,  warbling  with  delicious  note, 
Mild  flutes  and  golden  lyres  breath'd  foft  delight, 
And  Harmony  her  gentle  round  did  float. 
And  Melody  with  melting  voice  invite  ;    - 
While  fays,  high  feated  upon  thrones  of  light, 
Sung  fweet  enchanting  words  to  ev'ry  found  : 
So  that  ne  mind,  ne  fmell,  ne  ear,  no  fight. 
Could  wanten  ought  of  pleafures  that  abound, 
So  rife  was  ev'ry  joy  that  mortals  love  yfound. 

XXXI. 

Midft  all  this  mingled  world  of  harmony, 

Up  downy  fteps  of  pillows  foft  ymade 

The  knight  with  hurrying  foot  afcended  high. 

Where  Grace  and  Beauty  were  In  radiance  laid 

To  pleafures  glitt'ring  couch  ;  the  mufic  play'd 

To  livelier  notes  along' his  raptur'd  foul; 

While  by  her  fide  the  dame  alluring  babe. 

The  alter'd  warrior  reft ;   ne  blu(h  yftole 

O'er  his  gay  cheek,  ne'gan  the  tear  repentant  roll. 

And 
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XXXII. 

Anon  there  crowden  round  their  wond'ring  gueft 

Gay  winged  nymphs  in  colour'd  robes  array 'd  ; 

This  hung  a  fparkling  jewel  on  his  breafl. 

Or  round  his  neck  the  circling  garland  laid. 

With  many  a  pearly  bead  and  jewell'd  braid  ; 

That  fcatter'd  perfume  o'er  his  purple  drefs, 

Or  dropp'd  the  liquid  odours  on  his  head ; 

Thefe  with  fair  arms  his  eafy  feet  carefs. 

Or  kemb  his  waving  locks,  that  wreaths  of  rofes  preft" 

XXXIII. 

Firft  Delicacy  foft  with  languid  eye 
Swam  fmooth  along  ;  while  o'er  her  lily  cheek, 
A  veil  of  (hadowing  filk  flow'd  carelefsly 
Sweeping  her  fnowy  bofom :  for  the  fhriek 
Of  fearful  woe,  if  once  the  fun-beam  feek 
Her  face  unveil'd,  burft  piercing  on  the  air 
From  her  averted  lips  ;  and  mild  and  meek 
The  buzzing  fly  brought  grief  and  wild'ring  fear, 
If  once  her  ears  he  bore  his  drowfy  piping  near. 

XXXIV. 

Then  Flatt'ry  with  her  dimpled  cheek  approach'd 
Low  bending  down  her  face  that  fecret  fmil'd, 
And  flow  came  on,  as  if  flie  had  encroach'd 
Upon  his  time,  and  all  the  way  beguil'd 

With 
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With  fcatter'd  incenfe,  tho'  ne  thing  defil'd 
Her  fcented  progrefs  ;  then  within  his  ear 
She  pour'd  exahing  words  and  praifes  wild, 
Tho'  ne,  I  wis,  one  did  her  bofom  bear. 
But  all  were  form'd  without  of  bubble  and  of  air. 

XXXV. 

Next  Gaudinefs  her  colour'd  mantle  fpread 

Upon  the  dazzled  fight  with  fpanglcs  bright 

Of  folar  luftre :  on  her  fparkling  head 

Mov'd  a  gay  butterfly  all  richly  dight 

With  ev'ry  colour  of  the  bow  of  light, 

Whofe  wide  difpread  and  tender  wings  ymade 

A  fluttering  crown:  while  from  an  unfeen  height 

Profufion  fcatter'd  on  the  glitt'ring  bed 

Green  em'rald,  fapphire  blue,  and  ruby's  glowing  red. 

XXXVI. 

And  lafl:  came  fporting  gaily  on  the  air. 
Young  Wantonnefs,  with  red  and  fiery  eyne, 
Nathlefs  in  which  fome  tender  glances  were  ; 
And  with  arch  look  her  head  fhe  did  incline. 
And  round  her  temples  ivy  leaves  entwine, 
Whiles  in  one  hand  fhe  bore  a  figure  fmall. 
Copied  from  that  which  fl:ill  and  ay  will  fliine. 
Beauty's  refplendent  model,  and  of  all 
High  Admiration  claims,  the  wonder  of  the  ball. 

z  Her 
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XXXVII. 

Her  other  hand  a  globe  of  fplendor  bare 
Pierc'd  round  with  holes,  from  which  there  did  arife 
With  od'rous  perfume  I'centing  «11  the  air, 
Enraptar'd  whifpers,  and  love -breathing  fighs. 
And  vows  of  conrtancy,  and  tender  cries, 
And  now  loud  laughs  that  merriment  denote 
And  fill  with  echoing  joy  the  fmiling  {kies, 
And  voices  now  of  men  right  loud  and  ftote, 
And  now  of  females  foft  and  gentle  maids,  I  wote, 

XXXVIII. 

Sudden  the  goddefs  took  an  iv'ry  wand, 

Which  thrice  (lie  v/av'd  on  high  as  chalking  round 

Some  airy  circle  with  her  magic  hand, 

Then  droppen  it  as  quickly  on  the  ground  ; 

When  lo.  Sir  Guyon's  eyne  the  portals  found, 

Whence  came  th'  inferior  deities  who  fway'd 

O'er  Pleafare's  gay  domain,  while  gentler  found 

Of  tender  lutes  a  melting  concord  made,  [glade. 

That  feem'd  to  breathe  without  from  fome  enchanted 

XXXIX. 

Firft  on  a  crawling  floth  ymounted  went 
Dull  Indolence,  with  cheek  of  pallid  hue, 
And  lazy  head  on  heavy  bofom  bent, 
And  half-fliut  eyne  thnt  fquinted  all  afkew  ; 

His 
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His  jaw-bone  eke  unto  his  (houlder  grew, 

That  never  manlier  was  ylifted  high  ; 

And  wrapp'd  he  was  in  garments  ne  fo  few  ; 

For  downy  veftments  hid  each  movelefs  thigh, 

That  from  his  temples  hung,  and  llirowdcn  o'er  his  eye. 

XL. 

And  in  one  hand  a  bitter  bowl  he  held, 

Fill'd  with  the  turbid  flream  of  Lethe  drear, 

Whofe  mould'ring  fides  were  gnawn  away  by  Eld  ; 

For  ne  about  it  did  he  taken  care  : 

And  in  the  other  he  did  faintly  bear 

A  bunch  of  poppies,  which  by  bards  are  faid 

To  grow  where  Somnus'  darkling  manfions  are  ; 

And  eke  with  ihefe  he  beat  his  drowfy  head, 

And  totter'd  on  his  way,  and  fecra'd  to  wifh  for  bed. 

XLI. 

And  next  to  him  ftretch'd  flugglifhly  along, 
In  velvet  couch  on  bloated  genii  rais'd. 
Went  gorgeous  Luxury,  with  dance  and  fong. 
And  dainty  meats  attended  ;  while  he  blaz'd 
With  pearls  and  gold  that  fhrinking  vifion  daz'd  ; 
And  all  the  way  he  eaten  fome  of  food. 
Or  with  his  mutt'ring  lips  the  liquor  prais'd  ; 
And  fecm'd  to  think  that  nought  befide  was  good 
But  Gluttony  and  Wealth,  whofe  bleffings  he  had  woo'd. 

z2  Arfd 
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XLII. 

And  after  him  a  lovely  female  form 

Tripp'd  blithe  along  her  foul-enliv'ning  way, 

Ycleeped  Beauty  ;  Health  in  blufhes  warm, 

And  thoufand  charms  her  glowing  cheeks  array ; 

Her  eyne  with  Love's  refiillefs  glances  play : 

While  in  one  hand  a  fweet  Narciffus  flow'r 

She  carried  foft  with  lily  colour  gay, 

Benempt  from  that  bright  youth,  who  in  fad  hour 

Pin'd  for  his  own  fair  face,  while  Echo's  had  ne  pow'r. 

XLIII. 

A  youth  enchain'd  adorn'd  her  other  hand  ; 

Certes  he  was  a  lovely  little  boy : 

His  eyne  were  hidden  by  a  filken  band. 

Which  nathlefs  did  his  beauty  ne  deftroy  ; 

And  o'er  his  fhoulder,  ah  !  deftrudlive  toy  ! 

A  golden  quiver  ftock'd  with  darts  he  bore, 

With  which  ungarded  hearts  he  doth  annoy  : 

For  tho'  fo  fmall,  yet  can  he  wounden  fore, 

And  bid  the  mournful  bread  be  glad  and  gay  ne  more. 

XLIV. 

And  little  winged  imps  around  her  head 
Frifk'd  on  the  air  ;  fome  carried  torches  fheen. 
Which  double  luftre  o'er  the  day  did  fpread. 
As  tho'  the  fun  had  wanting  fplendour  been  j 

And 
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And  fome  bore  pierc'd  and  bleeding  hearts,  I  ween. 

Which  others  aimed  at  in  cruel  fport 

With  poifon'd  darts,  and  feemed  full  of  fpleen; 

Tho'  in  their  face  they  look'd  of  joyous  fort. 

And  Avhirlen  up  and  down,  as  fairy  had  them  taught. 

XLV. 

At  each  gay  ftep  fhe  took  her  path  along. 
Soft  virgins  fcatter'd  Maia's  flow'rets  fair, 
And  other  fweets  that  to  her  reign  belojig, 
And  all  Pomona's  juicy  dainties  rare. 
The  beauteous  ornaments  of  Summer's  wear  ; 
And  at  her  feet  blaz'd  crowns  of  glorious  hue. 
That  fill'd  with  fplendour  all  the  fheening  air. 
Which  kings  and  casfars  ay  before  her  threw  : 
To  fuch  a  peerlcfs  maid  is  royal  fervice  due. 

•     XLVI. 

And  her  behind  danc'd  frolicfome  Defire, 

With  ivy  crown'd  in  myrtle  green  cntwin'd  ; 

Her  rolling  eyne  did  mirth  and  love  infpire, 

And  fill'd  with  ardent  hope  the  youthful  mind  ; 

And  with  delightful  garland  did  fhe  bind 

The  bending  horns  of  a  hot-blooded  goat. 

Which  wanton'd  wild  and  joyoufly  behind. 

And  fometimes  roUen  on  his  rugged  coat, 

All  fly  with  leering  look,  which  flie  had  him  ytote. 

And 
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XLVII. 

And  eke  within  her  bofom  there  was  lain 

A  fecret  fire,  which  ne  did  hurt  the  heart  5 

But  all  ythrillen  with  a  pleafant  pain, 

That  in  its  pleafaunce  did  forget  its  fmart  ; 

And  ne'er  from  its  fair  won  would  it  depart, 

But  gain'd  frefli  fuel  from  each  am'rous  thought ; 

And  round  her  did  from  unfeen  ftations  ftart 

Difporting  fatyrs,  merriiDcnt  that  taught, 

And  with  their  frifking  ways  the  lips  to  laughter  brought, 

XLVIII. 

And  after  her  came  foul-enliv'ning  Joy, 
With  ivy  thyrfus  in  his  waving  hand. 
Which,  if  well  water'd,  Eld  can  ne  deftroy  ; 
And  gay  {he  flourifh'd  high  this  verdant  wand. 
Which  (minftrels  fuig)  the  noify  dancing  band 
Of  drunken  fatyrs  mix'd  with  maidens  fair 
Carried,  as  Liber's  jovial  laws  command. 
With  curling  ferpents  tvvin'd  within  their  hair. 
With  fhouts  of  trium-ph  mad  filling  the  founding  air- 

/  XLIX. 

Sooth  loud  fhe  laughen  all  the  way  fhe  went. 
And  tripp-d  and  turned  on  her  wanton  heel  ; 
For  all  her  iijul  to  merriment  was  bent, 
Ne  did  one  difmal  thought  her  bofom  feel, 

Nq 


I 


PALACE    OF    PLEASURE.  174 

Ne  in  her  heart  had  pain  once  thruft  his  fteel ; 

And  on  Defire  ay  fixen  was  her  view, 

Eyne  that  did  Rapture's  fwimming  rays  reveal, 

And  were,  I  wote,  of  fweet  celellial  blue  : 

Right  blithfome  danc'd  fhe  on,  the  merriefl:  of  the  crew, 

L. 

And  her  behind,  a  mofl  delightful  train, 

With  joyous  ftep  tripp'd  cheerfully  along. 

Of  lovely  crowned  boys,  who  feem'd  to  reign 

O'er  all  the  a(51:ions  of  the  fportive  throng  ; 

And  regulated  they  each  merry  fong, 

Beating  the  fprightly  time  with  Iv'ry  wand 

On  golden  globes  upheld  by  filken  thong  : 

Soft  ftole  the  raeafur'd  tinkling  from  their  hand. 

Soothing  with  even  founds  fymphonious,clear,and  bland. 

LI. 

And  after  them  flew  youthful  genii  high, 
Cloth'd  all  in  airy  robes  of  ftreaming  light  ; 
Stars  feem'd  to  glitter  in  each  fparkling  eye, 
So  bright  and  piercing  was  their  eagle  fight : 
And  on  his  head  echone  bore,  large  and  bright, 
A  glorious  fun  that  flamed  forth  to  view, 
Like  fome  tall  fpire  to  trav'lling  weary  wight. 
That  gliflens  in  the  flcy  ferene  and  blue. 
From  wifh'd-for  village  church  to  fouvenance  ne  new. 

And 
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Lll. 

And  in  their  hands  fweet  inftruments  they  bore 
Of  heav'nly  mufic  rapt'rous  to  the  ear  ; 
But  ne  fierce  trumpets  which  do  grieven  fore 
The  widow 'd  dame,  and  give  her  quaking  fear  ; 
Sounds  that  to  warrior  bold  is  pleafaunce  dear  ; 
Ne  harfli  refounding  drums  that  call  to  war. 
And  roufe  the  fleeping  ire  of  battle  drear, 
Ne  founding  clarions  that  the  foemen  draw. 
To  mortal  fight,  I  ween,  ne  know  foft  Pity's  law. 

Lih. 
But  breath 'd  they,  well  I  wis,  the  blander  found 
Of  other  numberlefs  foft  notes  yplay'd 
To  gentle  water-falls  that  dafh'd  around 
A  murmuring  melody,  and  concord  made. 
With  fweeter  fkill  than  Nature  e'er  difplay'd  ; 
Some  holden  fhepherd  pipes  of  rural  charm. 
That  float  fo  tender  thro'  the  bower'd  glade ; 
And  fome  mild  lutes  that  Anger's  rage  difarm,    - 
And  found  ne  furious  fight,  ne  bellow  rude  alarm. 

LIV. 

And  fome  thro'  mellow  horn  delightful  pour'd 
Their  quiv'ring  breath,  as  if  along  the  wood 
Chafte  Dian  with  her  nymphs  the  fleps  explor'd 
Of  favage  boar,  that  wets  his  tulks  with  blood. 


Or 
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Or  wily  fox,  fad  foe  to  chicken  brood  ; 

And  feme  delicioufly  the  flute  infpir'd, 

That  warbles  to  the  cafcade's  tumbling  flood  ^ 

While  others  by  Dan  Phoebus'  fpirit  fir'd, 

Their  voice  attemp'red  fweet,  of  melody  ne'er  tir'd. 

LV. 

And  laft,  to  clofe  the  fine  majeftic  fight, 

A  lovely  chorus,  crown'd  with  laurel  green, 

Of  beauteous  girls,  in  flowing  purple  dight, 

Chaunted  tranfporting  hymns  of  joy,  I  ween, 

Exalting  the  gay  palace  and  its  queen, 

And  all  the  way  difpredden  they  her  praife, 

Like  thofe  fair  boys  at  Grecian  worfhip  feen, 

That  did  in  fongs  their  heroes'  glories  raife. 

And  all  their  noble  deeds  and  valiant  adlions  blaze. 

LVI. 

Now  pafs'd  along  this  glitt'ring  rabblement, 

And  circled  thrice  the  palace  till  they  drew 

In  trained  majefi:y,  to  where  intent 

Upon  the  fhew  with  fit'd  and  wond'ring  view  St_ 

The  knight  fl:ill  nourim'd  admiration  new  ; 

Then  on  their  knees  before  their  dame  on  high. 

Who  fatten  by  his  fide,  themfelves  they  threw  ; 

When  thus,  arifing  with  mofl:  lovely  eye. 

She  wav'd  her  iily  hand,  and  fpoken  gracefully. 

A  a  «<  What 
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LVII. 

"  What  are  the  joys  that  mortals  can  beftow  ? 

**  Plea  fu  res  as  foon  as  they  arife  that  fly, 

*'  The  fading  fweetnefs  of  the  flow'rs  that  blow, 

**  The  pafling  fplendour  of  a  fummer's  fky: 

"  With  my  delights  can  fuch  rejoicing  vie  ? 

"  Short  perfume  give  the  rofes  gay  and  red, 

**  For  in  a  day  they  droop,  they  fade,  they  die ; 

*'  But  fee  Arabia  from  her  fcented  head 

**  With  endlefs  odours  rich  the  flow'ry  landfcape  fpread. 

LVIII. 

**  Such  are  the  charms  that  real  joy  can  boafl:, 

"  That  joy  which  only  dwells  where  I  refide  ; 

"  That  joy  which  only  loves  this  beauteous  coaft, 

**  And  vows  with  me  for  ever  to  abide. 

**  Each  fweet  of  Heav'n  is  waiting  at  my  fide  ; 

"  With  me  the  day  with  clouds  is  ne'er  o'er-caft; 

**  O'er  placid  Night  the  ftars  for  ever  ride ; 

**  With  me  gay  Fancy  is  herfelf  furpafs'd, 

•♦  And  blifs,  confummate  blifs,  by  mortals  gain'd  atlaft. 

LIX. 

**  The  rapt'roTis  cup  I  offer  to  mankind, 
"  Nobles  and  monarchs  have  rejoic'd  to  fhare  ; 
*'  Heroes  have  erft  upon  this  bread:  reclin'd, 
**  Ne  gods  themfelves  difdain'd  to  call  me  fair; 

«  Chains 
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"  Chains  were  mine  eyne,  and  fetters  was  my  hair. 

"  Do  mortals  then  prefume  to  call  me  vile, 

*'  To  fay  my  palace  is  the  den  of  care  ; 

**  To  fay  that  ferpents  in  my  dimples  fmile, 

*'  And  fatal  venom  black,  and  wretchednefs,  and  guile  1 

LX. 

**  This  precious  cafket  that  adorns  my  hand, 
"  The  gods  above  yform'd  for  my  delight  ; 
**  Fair  Venus  brought  it  me  by  their  command, 
**  And  gave  the  prize  with  ev'ry  beauty  dight : 
**  Cupid,  the  beauteous  boy,  was  in  affright, 
**  Left  I  fhould  fpoil  his  quiver  of  its  ftore  ; 
**  For  all  bow'd  low  before  my  piercing  fight, 
*'  Ne  thought  of  him  the  blinded  urchin  more, 
"  Ne  fought  his  altars  lorn,  ne  did  the  god  adore. 

LXI. 

"  In  this  my  houfe  no  raging  paflions  ftorm, 
•*  Anger,  ne  envy,  ne  revengeful  hate; 
**  Ne  fullen  woes  the  gay  abode  deform  ; 
"  Ne  harfh  decrees  of  life-deftroying  fate; 
**  Eternal  funfhine  beams  before  my  gate  ; 
**  The  tender  pleafures  round  me  ever  dance, 
"  Society,  ne  ferious  and  fedate, 

"  Soft  Friendfhip,  fam'd  to  fmooth  the  rocks  of  chance, 
**  And  Love,  that  doth  the  foul  in  rapt'rous  dreams  en- 
trance. *'  Here 


180  '''palace  of  pleasure. 


LXII. 

"  Here,  if  the  fainting  palmer  feek  repofe, 

"  Pillows  of  down  await  his  weary  head, 

*'  Sleep  with  fmooth  hand  his  heavy  eyne  to  clofe, 

"  Mufic  divine  to  warble  round  his  bed, 

**  And  the  rich  feaft  w^ith  mantling  goblets  fpread  : 

**  Here  trip  the  Cyprian  nymphs  ay  blithe  and  gay, 

**  Tempting  with  ruby  lips,  and  cheeks  as  red^ 

"  Here  the  light  Loves  and  wanton  Zephyrs  play, 

**  And  Spring  for  ever  fmiles,  for  ever  gems  the  day  ! 


Lxm. 
"  Come  then,  ye  trav'llers  in  the  vale  of  life, 
**  Ye,  whofe  fad  cheeks  are  wet  with  falling  tears, 
*'  Ye,  who  have  battled  in  the  fcenes  of  ftrife, 
'*  And  ye,  who  tremble  with  appalling  fears ; 
**  Here  drop  your  burdens,  here  lay  up  your  cares: 
**  Here  without  foolifh  labour  fhall  ye  find 
"  Riches,  and  Peace,  that  ay  fmooth  forehead  wears, 
"  And  pleafures  never  to  be  left  behind  ; 
**  Come  then,  ye  mortals,  come  j  come,  O  ye  wife 
mankind  !" 

LXIV. 

Mild  as  the  whifpers  of  enraptur'd  Love, 

Fell  the  foft  mufic  of  her  magic  tongue  ! 

Dew  ne'er  dropp'd  fofter  from  the  Ikies  ab«ve. 

Nor  on  the  hive  a  fweeter  neftar  hung ! 

Perfuafion 
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Perfuafion  never  had  fo  deftly  fung  : 
For,  when  (he  ended  her  melodious  fpeech, 
A  ftill  enchantment  pour'd  the  train  among: 
Rapture  did  chain  applaufe  from  futile  reach. 
And  Silence,  fwaying  all,  unutter'd  praifes  teach! 

LXV. 

Sir  Guyon  lay  entranc'd  upon  his  bed. 

At  the  harmonious  voice  that  caught  his  ear. 

Till  with  a  foft  carefs  fhe  rais'd  his  head, 

And  to  her  fide  with  mildnefs  brought  him  near. 

Bidding  him  ne  her  dazzling  fplendor  fear  ; 

And  with  fweet  words,  fhe  did  the  knight  allure, 

With  dainty  fpeeches^  and  embraces  dear. 

So  that  ne  chaflity  he  would  endure. 

But  called  her  his  own,  himfelf  her  paramour ! 


END    OF    CANTO    I. 
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CANTO*  II. 


The  horrors  and  tremendous  fcenes. 
Which  fad  Sir  Guyon  Ihent; 
Till  from  above  Religion  fair 
Krought  Glory  and  Content. 

I. 

Ah  me  !  how  Pleafure  doth  the  foul  enthrall  I 
How  lure  mankind  with  her  accurfed  charms  ! 
How  bid  the  learned  and  the  hero  fall ; 
And  teach  the  ftrong  to  melt  within  her  arms ! 
E'en  modefty,  fweet  maiden  fair,  fhe  warms. 
If  once  fhe  kifs  her  lovely  blufhing  cheek, 
Away  th'  endearment  chaftcr  thought  alarms, 
And  foon  the  fenfes  joys  untafted  feek  j 
Till  this  heav'n-moulded  frame  fmks  down  unnerv'd 
and  weak ! 

Bb  Alk 
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II. 

Afk  ye  a  "wltnefs  this  lament  to  prove  ? 

Roam  where  Italia  boafts  her  heav'nly  fky  ; 

There  o'er  the  tombs  of  Death  and  Mcm'ry  rove. 

Till  the  fad  fculptur'd  marble  meet  thine  eye. 

In  which  Urbino's  mould'ring  relics  lie  ! 

Then  paufe  and  weep  !  O  weep  to  think  how  low 

Great  Raphael  fell,  and  from  a  throne  how  high 

To  fhameful  death !  O  let  the  tear-drops  flow, 

For  ne'er  before  was  known  fuch  caufe  of  wail  and  woe  ! 

III. 
Full  fev'n  bright  months  the  knight  in  joying  fpent, 
Feafls,  and  gay  dances,  and  rich  mafquerade. 
And  unchafte  Love's  delicious  merriment. 
That  maketh  ftrength  to  flag  and  cheeks  to  fade  : 
Now  thro'  fome  bow'ring  copfe  or  leafy  glade 
He  tripp'd  with  lovely  nymphs  in  fprightly  round, 
To  the  foft  found  that  flute  enchanting  made  ; 
Now  lay  on  velvet  fpread  along  the  ground. 
While  mufic  fwell'd  on  high,  that  Orpheus  might 
aflound. 

IV. 

Soon  as  the  morning  o'er  the  verdant  ifle 

Pour'd  the  bright  rays  from  forth  her  fplendid  eync, 

And  waken 'd  Nature  all  around  'gan  fmile 

To  fee  her  ofi^spring  dight  fo  gay  and  fine, 

Soft- 
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Soft-falling  perfumes,  as  a  dainty  fign 
Of  dawning  day,  did  on  Sir  Guyon  fhow'r 
Around  the  couch  where  fleep  did  him  recline  ; 
Eftfoons  then  rofe  he  to  falute  the  hour. 
Or  flill  yflumber'd  on  with  his  fair  paramour. 

V. 

When  'twas  his  pleafure  to  be  rous'd,  I  ween, 

Melodious  voices  'gan  falute  his  ear 

Of  lively  nymphs,  yclad  in  mantles  fheen, 

AVho  round  the  bed,  where  with  his  leman  dear 

He  wanton  laid,  in  dances  play'd  yfere  ; 

While,  from  unfeen  muficians  there  arofe 

Sweet  mingled  founds,  repelling  grief  fevere, 

Of  fhepherd  pipes,  that  chear  the  mountain  brows, 

And  golden  lyres  renown'd  for  foothing  royal  woes. 

t 

VI. 

Then  walking  forth,  in  lukewarm  bath  he  dipp'd. 
Still  cheer'd  by  gentle  voice  of  lyric  mufc. 
Whiles  a  fweet  nymph  that  fung  as  on  fhe  tripp'd, 
Came  with  a  cup,  in  which  fhe  did  infufe 
Oblivion's  foothing  balm,  that  bids  us  lofe 
All  thought  of  what  fell  out  the  day  before : 
So  that  the  prefent  hour,  when  Pleafure  woos, 
Doth  fecm  to  bring  frcfh  glee  unto  our  door. 
And  ev'ry  tafte  of  joy  cnrajfc^ures  more  and  more. 

Now 
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VII. 

Now  from  his  fide  by  velvet  fafh  (he  hung 
A  glitt'ring  fword,  but  not  for  hardy  fight : 
For  it  was  neither  large,  ne  fharp,  ne  flrong, 
But  made  of  rubies  rare  and  jewels  bright, 
To  grace  the  wearer,  and  to  daze  the  fight. 
And  ah  !   in  thefe  degen'rate  days,  alas  ! 
Full  many  a  ufelefs  youth,  pert,  vain  and  light. 
We  fee  in  warlike  toys  all  gayly  pafs, 
Laughing  with  vacant  flare,  like  any  trifling  lafs. 

VIII. 

Thus  proudly  dight,  fair  Pleafure  led  him  on 
To  dainty  feafting  fpread  on  filken  fay. 
Where  Bacchus'  richeft  treafures  fparkling  fhone, 
And  all  Pomona's  juicy  prefents  lay  : 
Whiles  ev'ry  flow'r  in  Maia's  fcented  fway, 
Breathing  fweet  odours  all  the  dainties  crown'd  ; 
And  eke  above  their  heads  did  Zephyr  play 
Among  the  whifp'ring  foliage  with  fweet  found, 
And  flutes,  pipes,  lyres,  and  zephyrs  mix'd  their  warb- 
lings  round. 

IX. 

Anon,  when  ended  this  delicious  meal, 

An  hundred  fprightly  nymphs,  as  fair  as  Morn, 

Mov'd  in  the  graceful  dance,  or  tripp'd  the  reel, 

Whofe  waving  curls  gay  chaplets  did  adorn  : 

So 
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So  (kips  the  Perfian  antelope,  or  fawn, 

Of  foreft  Windfor  hight,  renown'd  in  fong 

By  Twick'nam's  gentle  fwain.      Ah  knight  forlorn  ! 

By  Pleafure's  bright  allurements  led  along,     [wrong. 

Soon  wilt  thou  ihake  thy  head,  and  fay  that  all  was 

X. 

Through  this  enchanting  fpot  there  gently  flow'd 

A  cryftal  river,  hight  the  Stream  of  Blifs, 

On  whofe  mild  waves  if  any  mortal  rode, 

Soft  breathing  airs  his  thrilling  cheek  would  kifs. 

That  fecm'd  to  rife  from  underneath,  I  wis  ; 

And  whilft  the  waters  'gainft  the  fhore  did  move, 

(A  verdant  fhore,  fuch  as  of  Thamus  is,) 

They  made  fweet  melody,  and  founds  of  love. 

As  if  fome  poet  fwain  was  chanting  thro'  the  grove. 

XI. 

And  on  its  lovely  fhores  with  verdure  green, 
A  thoufand  flow'rs  in  painted  fplendour  grew, 
The  blufhing  rofe,  of  floral  plains  the  queen, 
The  modeft  lily  of  angelic  hue, 
The  gorgeous  fun-flow'r,  vi'let  gaily  blue. 
Tulip,  that  boafls  the  rainbow's  varied  ftreaks. 
The  fpeckled  pink,  heart's-eafe  for  lover's  true, 
Primrofe,  as  fair  as  lovefick  maiden's  cheeks. 
And  ferious  poppy,  fweet  to  him  that  quiet  fecks. 

The 
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XII. 

Eke  where  each  winding  bank  turn'd  graceful  round, 
A  cooling  bow'r  entic'd  with  verdant  fhew,      " 
Where  fanning  airs  and  whlfp'ring  leaves  were  found. 
And  other  blandifhments  that  cares  forego  : 
For  there  young  Zephyr  ay  doth  gently  blow. 
Waving  his  wings  and  warbling  all  the  while 
To  the  fweet,  faunt'ring,  foothing,  ftream  below  j 
And  on  its  top  did  fprightly  Flora  fmile, 
Wreathing  her  garlands  gay  to  deck  th'  enchanting  iOe, 

XIII. 
And  round  the  beauteous  landfcape  graceful  fhone, 
Shaded  above  with  green  o'erwaving  bow'rs, 
Delightful  temples,  white  with  Parian  ftone; 
This  the  bright  dwelling  of  the  dancing  hours, 
That  of  dame  Venus  and  the  wanton  pow'rs  ; 
One  where  fair  Beauty  held  her  blooming  fway, 
On  which  celeftial  odour  ever  Ihow'rs; 
Another  where  gay  Fancy's  fairies  play, 
With  rainbow-colour'd  wings  and  eyes  of  glitt'ring 
day. 

XIV. 

On  this  delicious  ftream,  when  Noon's  bright  god 

Pour'd  flamirig  radiance  o'er  the  cloudlefs  fky, 

His  tender  feet  with  velvet  fandal  fliod, 

SirGuyon  rode,  while  Pleafure  fatten  nish: 

Soft 
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Soft  mov'd  the  boat,  and  foft  the  waves  ran  by, 
Beneath  the  filver  oars,  to  vvhofe  clear  found 
Refponfxve  lutes  form'd  tender  minftrelfy ; 
Enraptur'd  breezes  bore  the  charm  around. 
And  in  one  chain  of  joy  all  nature's  works  were  wound. 

XV. 

And  nodding  graceful  o'er  the  gurgling  ftream 

The  quiv'ring  trees  yform'd  a  trembling  Ihade, 

Dancing  like  airy  vifion  of  a  dream, 

That  ne'er  one  lading  fix'd  imprefllon  made : 

And  in  their  waving  boughs  the  fealher'd  choir 

Chanted  fweet  carols  from  the  bending  fpray  : 

While  others  glitt'ring  in  the  noon-tide  fire. 

Spread  broad  their  painted  plumage  to  the  day. 

And  twitt'ring  high  in  air  fl<;imm'd  far  from  earth  away. 

XVI. 

Thus  glorious  all  with  gold  and  carvings  rare. 
The  pois'nous  goblet,  mixt  for  black'ning  death. 
Invites  the  foul  to  quaff  away  its  care. 
Whiles  Fate  and  Torment  lie  unfeen  beneath  : 
Quick  draughts  are  drawn :  then  groans  the  heaving 

breath; 
Down  falls  the  cup  ;  and  fall  e'en  monarchs  mufl:  ; 
Strength, pow'r,pomp,wealth,  and  ah  !  the  floral  wreath 
Of  feftive  joy  is  trampled  in  the  dufi: ; 
And  man,  the  lord  of  earth,  of  all  her  flaves  the  worft. 

Alluring 


192  PALACE  OF  TLEASURE. 

XVII. 

Alluring  fmiles  fair  Plcafure's  lips  array'd, 

More  pleas'd  flie  feem'd  than  e^r  fhe  had  before ; 

Yet  ev'ry  fmile  myfterious  thoughts  betray 'd, 

And  her  fmooth  afpedt  joy  unufual  wore : 

In  her  white  hand  a  filken  fan  fhe  bore. 

Which  ever  and  anon  with  head  inclined 

She  held  up  to  her  eyes,  that  glanc'd  the  more 

At  the  charm'd  knight,  as  foft  and  flow  the  wind 

Mov'd  the  gay  boat  along,  who  nought  amifs  could  find. 

XVIII. 

Still  at  the  helm  he  fat  with  tott'ring  frame. 

For  Bacchus  had  abforb'd  his  manly  foul. 

And  ftill  he  thought  her  lovely  looks  the  fame. 

On  whom  was  fix'd  his  ftrong  affedlion  whole  : 

Now  high  th'  encreafing  waves  began  to  roll, 

Yet  fo  diverted  was  his  fetter'd  eye, 

He  thought  himfelf  ne  haft'ning  to  his  goal, 

Ne  once  abated  the  gay  fymphony 

Of  heav'nly  mufic  round,  that  did  the  waves  belie. 

XIX. 

Loofe  reel'd  the  boat  ;  Sir  Guyon,  faft  enchain'd. 
By  the  bright  beauty  of  th'  enchanting  fair, 
Mov'd  not,  ne  turn'd,  ne  look'd  about,  ne  plain'J 
Of  the  big  fwelling  of  the  ftream  fo  rare, 

Ne 
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Ne  heard  the  rifing  winds  that  fiU'd  his  hair, 
Ne  faw  the  tempefl:  gath'ring  o'er  his  head, 
Or  the  black  frown  the  ftormy  flcies  'gan  wear ; 
While  dreadful  glooms  around  the  ifle  were  fpread. 
And  clouds  and  thunder  fwell'd,  all  dreary,  dark,  and 
dread. 

XX. 

Sudden  a  direful  noife  re-echoed  round  ; 

The  vengeful  demons  of  the  tempefl  roar ; 

The  waters  foam,  upheaves  the  trembling  ground. 

And  all  th*  enchanting  harmony  is  o'er  ! 

Pleafure's  gay  veil,  that  once  in  pride  fhe  wore. 

Starts  from  her  face  ;  Hell  rages  in  her  eye  ; 

Upon  her  ihoulders  dragon  wings  fhe  bore  ; 

And  loud  and  fierce  was  her  hy32na  cry  ! 

He  falls,  he  finks  !  the  ftorm  roars  loud,  and  pafiTes  by; 

XXI. 

O  ye  who  e'er  *'with  paflions  boiling  high 
Quaff  with  delight  th*  intoxicating  bowl,'* 
That  afks  the  lip,  and  fparkles  in  the  eye, 
Dafh  from  your  fight  the  poifon  of  the  foul ; 
From  gay  deceit  the  borrow'd  fplendour  fl:ole 
Was  mix'd  by  luring  Pleafure's  fatal  hand 
With  deadlier  venom  than  the  noifome  hole 
Of  the  fierce  viper  breathes  upon  the  land. 
Or  Araby's  black  wind  that  whirls  the  parching  fand. 

c  c  Tho' 
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XXII. 

Tho'  wooing  fmiles  once  deck  her  painted  cheek. 
Frowns  will  fucceed  that  blacken  e'en  the  night ; 
Frowns  that  can  make  the  hardy  warrior  weak, 
And  fmiling  Beauty's  vermil  flow'ret  blight ! 
Tho'  warm  her  wooing,  and  her  look  tho'  light. 
Cold  Care  and  icy  Horror  lurk  beneath, 
And  Wearinefs,  and  Want  with  vifage  white. 
And  ev'ry  dxmon  with  envenom'd  breath, 
That  weaves  the  web  of  Woe,  and  digs  the  grave  of 
Death ! 

XXIII. 

Dark  rolling  waves  opprefs'd  Sir  Guyon's  head  ; 
In  vain  he  flounder'd  in  the  whelming  tide  ; 
The  waters  breaking  from  their  troublous  bed 
In  roar  confus'd  along  his  temples  glide! 
Eftfoons  the  mighty  fwelling  did  fubfide. 
Low  groan'd  the  hollow  caverns  deep  below  ! 
The  burfting  ground  yawn'd  hideoufly  wide  ; 
Down  fmks  the  haplefs  knight ;  the  billows  flow 
Unheeded  o'er  his  head,  and  rage  and  roar  ne  moe. 

XXIV. 

Anon  his  eyne  wide  op'ning,  and  his  breaft 

Gath'ring  its  fcatter'd  thoughts,  he  fees  before 

His  tott'ring  feet,  that  look'd  in  vain  for  reft, 

A  gloomy  wildernefs,  where  tempefts  roar. 

And 
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And  Heav'n  looks  ever  angry,  from  its  ftore 

Of  fiery  vengeance  pouring  all  around 

Wind,  ftorm,  and  hail,  and  rain  of  dropping  gore, 

Thunder,  yfliaking  all  the  defart  ground, 

And  lightning's  flaming  fhafts,  that  fm  and  vice  aftound ! 

XXV. 

Ne  blooming  flow'r  the  dreary  landfcape  knew, 

Ne  chearful  tree,  ne  ftreamlet  gurgling  flow, 

Ne  quiet  glade,  ne  fky  of  azure  blue, 

Ne  level  lawn,  ne  meadow  green  and  low, 

Ne  any  fweet  that  fields  delightful  know. 

Here  fpare  and  ragged,  fate  to  mortal  tafte. 

The  deadly  nightfhade  to  the  daylight  foe, 

Wav'd  flill  and  folemn  to  the  howling  blaft. 

And  the  dark  cyprefs  bow'd  amid  the  joylefs  wafte ! 

XXVI. 

And  where  the  middle  of  this  defart  flood, 

A  languid  ftream  with  fullen  murm'rings  flow'd, 

Like  that  black  river  by  the  hero  view'd 

Benempt  iEneas,  when  the  fhades  he  trod, 

With  Sybil  wand'ring  from  her  dark  abode, 

Ycleped  Lethe,  of  oblivion  hight 

The  gentle  river,  on  which  he  who  rode. 

To  quaff"  the  water,  quick  forgotten  quite 

All  paftj  and  o'er  again  could  fip  the  fame  delight. 

But 
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XXVII. 

But  ah !  diverfe  of  thefe  dire  waves  the  tafte  ; 
Which,  when  the  lip  had  touch 'd  the  naufeous  ftream, 
Call'd  to  the  mind  each  ill  that  had  gone  paft, 
Each  vice  once  flipt  from  mem'ry  as  a  dream  : 
Then  fierce  Repentance  rifing  flowly  came, 
The  genius  of  the  river,  from  beneath. 
And  with  rude  fcourges  whipp'd  the  tortur'd  frame  ; 
Till,  wond'rous,  all  the  foul  was  calm  and  eath. 
And  bleft  Heav'ns  juft  decrees,  and  grew  refign'd  to 
death. 

XXVIII. 

Before  that  mortal  man  efcapes  this  place 

Thefe  heavy  waters  dull  muft  pafTed  be  ; 

Nathlefs  they  ftarted  at  its  horrid  face. 

Who  went  to  pafs,  and  ofien  back  would  flee. 

Afraid  its  horrid  afpetSl  e'en  to  fee : 

But  bolder  wights  who  held  the  other  Ihore, 

Gain'd  from  its  terrors  nought  but  liberty. 

And  reach'd  a  Iky  that  fadelefs  fplendour  wore,     [roar. 

Where  ftorms  ne  beat  and  blow,  ne  waters  rage  and 

XXIX. 

Much  thought  the  knight  upon  the  gloomy  fcene. 

When  fudden  yelling  thro'  the  darken'd  air. 

As  if  all  Tartarus  diflblv'd  had  been. 

Legions  of  daemons  howl'd  within  his  ear. 

Starting 
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Starting  from  pofts  unfeen,  and  fent  by  Care, 
From  whom  the  horrid  wildernefs  was  hight, 
To  torture  fouls  with  vice  that  conquer'd  were, 
Hideous  with  fcorpion  tails  and  faces  white 
On  coal-black  bodies,  fierce  and  horrid  to  the  fight ! 

XXX. 

Now  with  rude  talon  fharp  they  pierc'd  his  breaft. 
Or  his  fide  tortur'd  with  deep-goring  horn  : 
Firft  one,  more  grim  and  loathfome  than  the  reft. 
Shaking  his  ragged  locks  and  cheeks  forlorn, 
A  fiend  of  Filth  and  Diflipation  born, 
Benempt  Difeafe,  from  jaws  all  pois'nous  fhed 
Venom  fo  black,  that  it  would  darken  morn. 
Which  pierc'd  his  marrow,  and  fhot  thro'  his  head, 
And  o'er  the  air  around  a  foul  contagion  fpread  ! 

XXXI. 

And  him  behind,  another  imp  of  hell. 
With  faded  eyne,  and  face  of  fallow  hue, 
While  ever  and  anon  a  hollow  yell 
Shriek'd  on  the  wind,  upon  his  body  flew. 
With  tiger  claws  ypinching  it  all  blue: 
And  he  was  hight  infernal  Want,  I  ween, 
Begot  of  the  hag  Pleafure,  mortal  view 
Deceiving,  and  th'  inchanter,  whofe  honfe  fheen. 
By  him,  the  rural  bard*,  fo  fweet  defcrib'd  hath  been. 

*  Thomfoii. 

And 


198  PALACE    OF    PLEASURE, 

XXXII. 

And  next  him  ftarted  on  the  knight,  I  wot, 

A  mod  furprifing  fiend,  whofe  vifage  pale 

Was  branded  all  about  with  dufky  fpot 

IVIade  by  the  fiery  iron,  heavy  bale 

To  him  that  doth  with  impious  hand  aflail 

The  laws  of  righteous  Juftice  ;  and  he  hight 

Foul  Infamy,  ay  driv'n  by  Woe  and  Wail, 

And  pointing  Scorn  of  moderation  light, 

And  brazcn-tongu'd  Reproach,  ne  filent  in  the  night. 

XXXIII. 

Broad  from  the  fhoulders  of  this  monflrer  rare 

Wings,  fuCh  as  hold  in  air  the  wabbling  bat, 

Caft  round  a  dreadful  gloom  upon  the  air. 

The  which  beneath  if  mortal  body  fat. 

Cold  fhiv'rings  feiz'd  him,  fpirits  waxed  flat, 

A  thoufand  noifes  bellow'd  in  his  ear. 

And  mov'd  he  ay  to  this  fide  and  to  that ; 

Nathlefs  he  ne  efcap'd  the  (hadow  drear, 

Unlefs  high  pow'r  came  down  his  finking  foul  to  chear. 

xxxiv. 

His  face  was  pallid,  and  had  horrid  beak 
Of  owl  projedling  out,  by  which  two  eyes 
That  wink'd  at  light  of  day,  roll'd  on  his  check  ; 
Oe'r  them,  if  e'er  he  faw  the  morning  fkies, 

His 
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His  claws  he  layen  would,  till  night  arife  ; 
And  eke  his  head  was  full  of  cars  behind. 
That  nought  Reproach's  curfes  mote  difguife, 
Ne  foul  abufe  mote  be  diflblv'd  in  wind  ; 
So  that  ne  eafe,  ne  reft,  ne  comfort  could  he  find. 

XXXV. 

And  then  a  raonftrous  rabblement  there  pafs'd 

Of  rude  misfhapen  wights,  a  horrid  (hew  ; 

Till  flowly  pacing  onward  came  at  laft 

A  long,  lean  fpe6lre,  imp  of  Vice  and  Woe, 

Hight  Melancholy,  with  deportment  low, 

Whofe  movelefs  eye  was  fix'd  upon  the  ground. 

For  file  was  ay  to  light  and  day  the  foe ; 

And  o'er  her  head  a  fweeping  veil  flie  bound, 

Which  trailed  long  below,  and  fwept  upon  the  ground. 

XXXVI. 

But  fhe,  I  ween,  was  not  that  virgin  mild. 

The  poet  wooes  along  fequefter'd  grove. 

By  bubbling  ftream  or  ruftling  tree  beguil'd 

To  think  of  ferious  joy  and  heav'nly  love. 

Such  as  the  fongs  of  that  high  bard  approve, 

Dan  Milton,  warbler  of  feraphic  lyre, 

When  in  cool  walk  of  ev'ning  he  would  rove. 

Daughter  of  bright-hair'd  Vefta,  and  the  Sire* 

Of  him  'gainft  whofe  high  throne  the  Titans  dar'd 

confpire. 

*  See  II  Penferofo. 
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XXXVIl. 

But  ne  divine  was  her  detefled  form 
Ne  fadly  fweet,  ne  melancholy  mild  ; 
Around  her  howling  drove  the  black'ning  ftorm, 
And  o'er  her  burft  the  temped  tofling  wild  ; 
Ne  was  there  ought  in  her  that  heart  beguil'd 
With  luring  grace  j  ne  *'eyne  of  dewy  light," 
Ne  foothing  look  ;  but  front  with  frown  defil'd. 
Eye  with  wild  terror  hideoufly  bright. 
And  fleps  that  ftarted  quick,  and  wails  that  witch'd 
one  white. 

XXXVIII. 

When'er  the  knight  thought,  mov'd,  or  look'd  around 

This  horrid  hag  was  frowning  in  his  eye  ; 

E'en  tho'  the  other  daemons  were  not  found. 

Still  all  her  horrors  were  for  ever  nigh  : 

If  e'er  he  wifh'd,  his  feet  refus'd  to  fly. 

And  down  he  funk  defpairing  on  the  earth  ; 

In  vain  he  begg'd  with  burning  tears  to  die. 

And  curs'd  the  fatal  hour  that  faw  his  birth. 

And  mourn'd  remember'd  vice,and  wept  forgotten  worth. 

XXXIX. 

Full  oft  with  weary  ftep  he  wander'd  on. 

O'er  the  wild  landfcape  dark  with  black'ning  heath ; 

Full  oft  ftopt  fadly  where  the  cyprefs  lone 

Caught  in  its  leaves  the  blafl's  envenom'd  breath, 

And 
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And  weav'd  with  dropping  tears'the  mournful  wreatli ; 
Then  crown'd  his  head,  and    figh'd   v/hen   nrvcm'ry 

thought, 
Of  the  gay  garlands  on  his  temples  eath 
In  Pleafure's  luring  palace,  dearly  boug'.t,      [taught. 
With  pangs  that  rend  the  heart,  ne  peace,  ne  pity 

XL. 

Then  on  its  gloomy  bark  his  eyne  would  trace 

Carv'd  by  the  hand  of  folitary  wight, 

Names  that  once  wander'd  in  this  horrid  place, 

Once  lay  in  the  foft  lap  of  gay  delight. 

And  fell  from  funfhine  into  hideous  night. 

There  faw  he,  pond'ring  on  their  long-loft  pow'r, 

Thofe  of  the  queen,  who  Cleopatra  hight, 

And  famous  Antony,  her  paramour, 

Whofe  floth  yloft  fo  oft  Rome's  greeneft,  gayeft  flow'r ! 

XLl, 

Then  Nero's  name  abhorred  caught  his  eye 
Stamp'd  in  red  chara£lers  of  human  blood  : 
Him,  the  wild  wretch  of  wanton  cruelty. 
Gay  Pleafure  tofs'd  within  her  whelming  flood, 
When  to  her  arms  the  fanguine  tyrant  woo'd 
With  joyous  breaft  her  glitt'ring  goblet  quaff'd. 
While  by  his  fide  his  weeping  country  ftood : 
Yet  ftill  his  lips  drew  in  the  rapt'rous  draught, 
Nor  ftopt  he  once,  unlefs  when  at  her  woes  he  laught. 

D  d  Next 
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XLII. 

Next  knew  he  fierce  Domitian's  hand,  I  wot. 
Unmanly  tort'rer  of  the  harmlefs  fly ; 
And  him*  that  in  Thalia's  colour'd  grot 
Raptur'd  with  pencil  gay  the  feafted  eye. 
And  that  lamented  youth  t,  whcfe  hand  could  vie 
With  foft  Italia's  Prince  of  Painters  gay  : 
O'er  thefe  two  laft  full  oft  the  tender  figh, 
That  mourn'd  their  tempted  youth  and  heedlefs  play, 
Breath'd  o'er  the  gloomy  heath,  and  brought  the  tear 
away. 

XLIII. 

Tir'd  of  the  mournful  tafk  the  weeping  knight 
Cafton  the  earth  his  pale  and  ling'ring  form, 
When  lo,  bright  burfting  from  the  realms  of  light. 
An  angel  figure  ftream'd  before  the  ftorm ! 
Where'er  fhe  flew,  the  clouds  no  more  deform 
The  clear  blue  fl^y  ;  all  fmiling  was  the  fcene  ; 
Upon  her  cheek  youth's  blufhes  gay  and  warm 
Were  mixt  with  matron  gravity  ;  her  mien 
Befpoke  the  feraph  foul,  majeftic,  fweet,  ferene. 

XLIV. 

O'er  her  fair  flioulders  hung  a  robe  of  white, 
Not  gaudy,  gay,  or  glitt'ring  in  the  air, 
But  chafte  and  plain  it  pleas'd  the  tafteful  fight, 
And  to  the  modeft  made  its  owner  dear ; 

*  Raphael.  f  Kirk. 

Of 


PALACE    OF    PLEAStJftJ:.  203 

Of  ebon  colour  was  her  flowing  hair, 
Type  of  grave  judgment  and  exalted  thought ; 
Upon  her  arm,  like  alabafter  fair, 
Hung  the  blefl  Crofs,  which  peace  and  comfort  brought. 
And  fhe  had  eyes  from  which  pain  mote  have  pleafure 
caught. 

XLV. 

By  her  right  fide  a  lovely  gentle  maid 

Smil'd  like  a  cherub  on  the  raptur'd  fcene  ; 

In  attic  robe  her  polifh'd  form  array 'd 

Mov'd  modeft  on  ;  and  from  her  eafy  mien 

A  thoufand  winning  graces,  charms  ferene, 

Raptur'd  th'  admiring  foul ;  her  graceful  arm 

Bore  a  fmooth  vafe  with  cryftal  water  fheen 

Fill'd  to  the  brim :  health  gave  her  ev'ry  charm,  [calm. 

And  call'd  her  name  Content,  wife,  humble,  fair,  and 

XLVI. 

And  on  her  left  a  radiant  figure  (hone, 
Ycleeped  Glory,  clad  in  robes  of  light, 
Upon  her  temples  beam'd  a  golden  crown, 
Dazzling  with  pointed  rays  the  fhrinking  fight ; 
And  her  fair  hands  with  firings  of  filver  bright 
A  lyre  celeftial  held  ;  from  which,  whene'er 
Call'd  by  the  firfl:  fair  virgin  rob'd  in  white. 
She  pour'd  fuch  rapt'rous  numbers  on  the  ear. 

That  Phoebus  burft  his  clouds,  and  all  the  fky  was  clear. 

D  d  2  Behijid 
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XLVII. 

Behind  the  beaming  trio  flew  along 
A  beauteous  band,  all  fair,  all  mildly  gay  ; 
Ne'er  was  there  feen  fo  bright  a  virgin  throng, 
Not  e'en  when  Vefta  held  her  facred  day 
On  Rome's  gU-^d  hills,  and  call'd  her  maids  away 
In  flow  procefllon  to  her  facred  fane  : 
Around  their  temples  nodding  lilies  play 
In  fimple  wreath  ;  Temp'rance  without  a  (lain, 
Grave  Wifdom,  chearful  Health,  and  Peace  that  knows 
ne  pain. 

XLVIII. 

The  weeping  knight  uprais'd  his  trembling  form. 
Gazing  with  eye  refrefli'd  upon  the  fight; 
Hufli'd  was  the  howling  of  the  dreadful  florm. 
And  the  dark  heath  he  faw  not  with  affright. 
As  erfl;  his  eyne  were  wont ;  firm  and  upright 
His  foul  within  did  feem  to  bid  him  ftand  ; 
When  fudden  Glory  wav'd  her  robe  of  light. 
And  o'er  the  harp  fwept  her  melodious  hand,      [land. 
While  the  fair  form  in  white  thus  chaunted  o'er  the 

XLIX. 

"  Ah  !  where  is  gone  gay  Pleafure's  luring  eye  ? 
"  Where  gone  her  winning  ftep  and  trancing  fong  ? 
**  Where  fled  the  fplendor  of  her  fummer  flcy  ? 
**  Where  hid  the  fportings  of  her  fefliive  throng? 

"And 
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**  And  why  is  fpread  this  dreary  heath  along  ? 
**  Why  loves  the  ftorm  to  found  his  terrors  here  ? 
*'  Why  to  this  air  do  glooms  and  fears  belong  ? 
"  Why  drops  the  mortals'  eye  the  mournful  tear  ? 
'*  Why  fighs  his  aching  breaft  ?  Why  aches  that  bread 
with  care  ? 

L. 

"  Alas  !  'twas  Pleafure  planted  it  with  thorns  ! 
**  Thorns  hid  in  flow'rs,  and  dipt  in  nectar'd  dew  ! 
"  Flow'rs,  like  the  rofe  that  Maia's  head  adorns  ; 
"  Dew,  fuch  as  ftuds  the  morning's  girdle  blue  ! 
**  Bright  was  her  cup,  and  of  refplendent  hue  ; 
"  Yet  gloom  and  horror  lurk'd  within  the  bowl ! 
"  Love  from  her  eyne  a  thoufand  arrows  drew, 
"  Yet  tipt  with  poifon  black,  that  foftly  ftole      [foul. 
"  Thro'  all  the  trembling  veins,  then  rent  and  rack'd  the 

LI. 

**  Come  then — O  come  to  this  compoling  breaft ! 

**  Come  ;  on  the  Crofs  repofe  the  weary  head  ! 

**  Come  !  For  this  bofom  foothes  the  tir'd  to  reft, 

"  And  this  hard  Crofs  yet  makes  an  eafy  bed  ! 

**  This  hand  can  join  again  life's  parted  thread  ! 

**  This  eye  can  animate  the  pallid  cheek 

**  With  one  warm  look,  tho'  health  has  long  been  fled! 

**  This  arm  can  raife  to  ftrength  the  drooping  weak, 

*'  This  arm  the  dart  of  woe,  the  rack  of  torture  break  ! 

"My 
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Lit. 

<«  My  name's  Religion.     He  who  reigns  above 

<'  Calls  me  his  own  :  by  his  celeftial  feat, 

*'  Where  Angels  hymn  the  God  of  Peace  and  Love, 

"  His  chofen  handmaid  was  I  form'd  to  ftand : 

<*  I  am  the  chief  of  all  th'  angelic  band, 

<*  Sent  by  his  mercy  to  the  fon  of  man, 

*'  To  heal  his  woes  with  voice  of  comfort  bland, 

<•  To  footh  the  labour  of  his  toiling  fpan, 

*'  And  sive  the  hiffh  reward  when  well  his  race  he  ran! 

LTII. 

*'  Come  then,  thou  Mourner,  come  to  this  foft  bread ! 

"  Thou,  whom  falfe  Pleafure  taught  her  talk  of  woe  : 

**  Thou,  who  in  vain  haft  fought  relief  and  reft 

*'  In  this  dark  fcene,  this  dreary  wafte  below, 

"  Come,  fhelter  peaceful  from  the  blafts  that  blow, 

"  The  turbid  blafls  of  forrov/  and  deceit ! 

*'  Thefe  gentle  arms,  ne  grief,  ne  trouble  know  ; 

**  This  gentle  breaft  did  ne'er  with  anguifh  beat ; 

*'  This  placid  bofom  ne'er  the  furious  tempeft  meet ! 

.    LIV. 
**  Yon  dreaded  ftream  where  facl  Repentance  rears 
**  His  tort'ring  fcourge,  my  potent  hand  can  calm, 
*•  Sooth  his  fierce  anger,  when  thy  bofom  fears, 
**  And  ftop  his  hand,  and  turn  the  deftin'd  harm  ! 

«  In 
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"'  In  gen'rous  breads,  when  I  inftil  the  balm, 


*'  Of  gentle  Peace,  Repentance  racks  ne  moe  : 

"  Again  exerted  is  the  rifing  arm  ; 

"  For  true  repentance  virtuous  adlions  lliew  : 

"  Content  then  fmiles  again,  ne  mourns  returning  woe  ! 

LV. 

*'  Come  then,  thou  mourner!  here  forget  thy  cares, 
"  Here  lay  that  pallid  form,  that  trembling  heart ; 
*'  See,  where  Content  her  healing  draught  prepares, 
*'  And  hark  !  how  Glory,  brightefi:  of  the  blefl:, 
"  Strikes  the  loud  harp  !  her  fplendours  all  confeft, 
**  See  where  (he  Hands,  and  calls  thee  to  Renown  ! 
"  Here  in  my  bofom  ever  honour'd  reft  ! 
*'  Come  !  Glory  waits  with  her  rewarding  crown, 
*'  And  fweet  Contentment  fmiles,  and  Nature  drops 
*'  her  frown  !'' 

LVI. 

She  ceas'd  !  Creation's  univerfal  frame 

Brighten'd  with  joy  ;  before  the  wond'ring  eye 

From  the  bright  welkin  beams  of  radiance  came, 

And  folar  fplendour  ftream'd  along  the  fky : 

The  airy  glooms  evaporate  and  die  ; 

The  barren  heath  with  flow'ry  beauty  gay 

Throws  thoufand  fwcets  of  fragrant  fcent  on  high  ; 

Repentance  rolls  his  turbid  ftream  away. 

Creation,  Ikies,  and  fields  enliven  into  day. 

Here 
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LVII. 

Here  verdant  plains  extend  their  velvet  green. 
There  the  awed  foul  furveys  the  rocky  fteep  ; 
Here  cluft'ring  groves  o'erhang  the  woodland  fcene, 
And  yonder  Ocean's  blue-ey'd  Naiads  fweep  : 
Anon  wide  tumbling  down  the  valley  deep, 
From  the  grand  mountain's  fky-faluting  height. 
Where  mufing  Solitude  delights  tofleep. 
The  foaming  cat'radl,  fparkling  to  the  light, 
Bounds  o'er  the  echoing  field,  and  dafhes  on  the  fight, 

LVIII. 

Soft  to  the  prattle  of  the  rippling  ftream. 

The  feather'd  fongfters  warble  from  the  grove ; 

Life's  vain  enjoyments  feem  a  fev'rifh  dream, 

And  all  the  foul  is  loft  in  joy  and  love. 

What  fonnet  tenderer  than  the  cooing  dove  ? 

What  mufic  fweeter  than  the  throftle's  fong  ? 

Ah,  here,  if  here  the  pilgrim's  footfl:eps  rove, 

Here,  where  the  rural  graces  love  to  throng,     [wrong. 

Here  (hall  he  reft  his  hopes,  nor  find  thofe  hopes  were 

Lrx. 

The  knight  enraptur'd  clafp'd  her  bofom  round  ; 
Sereneft  Pleafure  v/arm'd  his  alter'd  breaft  ; 
And,  as  his  eyne  his  angel  foother  found. 
They  darted  grateful  glances  that  confeft 

How 
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How  lov'd  that  heart  which  call'd  his  woes  to  reft. 
Then  Glory  came,  and  fix'd  upon  his  head 
The  crown  of  honour  and  the  warlike  creft, 
And  fhining  helm,  (o  long  that  ufelefs  laid, 
And  to  his  graceful  fide  yfix'd  the  deathful  blade. 

tx.  ' 

**  Go,"  fung  fhe,  ftriking  her  exalted  lyre, 
**  Go,  lift  th'  opprefs'd,  and  beat  th'  oppreflbr  low  5 
**  Go,  where  fad  Juftice  fees  her  fons  expire, 
"  And  Tyranny  quaffs  down  the  tears  of  Woe  ! 
**  Eternal  peace  fhall  chear  thy  bread  below, 
**  And  when  Heav'n  calls  thee  to  its  arms  above, 
*'  Immortal  fplendor  beam  around  thy  brow ! 
"  Go  ;  Virtue  calls  thee;  watch  her  guiding  eye  ; 
*•  When  Virtue  draws  the  fword,  tempefts  and  ftorms 
defy ! 

LXI. 

"  Peace  ne  abides  with  Indolence  and  Eafe,'* 
Sung  mild  Contentment,  pouring  from  her  urn 
Th'  invigorating  draught ;  while  ev'ry  breeze 
Caught  her  foft  lay,  and  whifper'd  it  in  turn ; 
**  Peace  bids  her  fons  the  talk  of  virtue  learn, 
*'  As  great  Alcides'  felf  ythought  of  old  ; 
**  'Tis  thro'  the  rock  the  hidden  mine  we  earn. 
**  This  goblet  quafF;  'twill  warm,  tho'  pure  and  cold, 
*'  When  Glory's  crown  is  thine,  Content  will  crown 
the  bold."  EC  "Enough!" 
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LXII. 

"  Enough  !"  Sir  Guyon  cried,  and  from  her  hand. 

Caught  to  his  lips  th'  ineftimable  bowl  ; 

Full  fwell  his  veins  ;  his  bread  and  nerves  expand. 

And  rifing  ardour  heaves  within  his  foul : 

Already  fee  his  eyne  the  deftin'd  goal, 

Where  Glory  and  Content  their  crowns  difplay  ; 

Thro'  his  warm  heart  the  rapt'rous  fancy  dole  ; 

He  pants  to  bound  in  his  advent'rous  way, 

And  thus  burfl:  wildly  forth,  with  infpiration  gay  : 

LXIII. 

**  Lead,  lead  along,  ye  Angel  band  divine ! 

*'  Lead,  lead  along  !  I  go,  I  leap,  I  fly ! 

•'  Lead,  where  ye  lift  ;  where  Phoebus  ay  doth  fliine^ 

*'  Or  bluft'ring  tempefts  drive  along  the  Iky. 

"  Nought  can  affright  my  foul,  or  turn  mine  eye : 

*'  Vice  I  defpife,  and  oppofition  fcorn, 

*'  Pleafure's  lewd  arts,  and  all  her  crew  defy ; 

•*  When  night  is  fled,  who  hails  not  lively  morn  ? 

**  O  lead  your  Warrior  on,  again  to  glory  born  !" 

LXIV. 

He  ceas'd ;  and  as  ybroken  from  the  toil 
The  raging  lion  fweeps  along  the  vale, 
Call'd  by  the  tyger  howling  o'er  his  fpoil. 
And  pants  to  rob  him  of  his  bloody  meal  j 

His 
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His  fullen  roars  the  fierce  intent  reveal. 
And  the  loud  tail  ylafh'd,  and  eyne  of  fire  : 
Thus  the  bold  Knight  drew  forth  his  flaming  fteei, 
While  glory  woke  the  grandeurs  of  her  lyre, 
And  wildly  rulh'd  along  as  mufic's  fwells  infpire  ! 

LXV. 

Bright  ftreams  of  radiance  mark'd  his  deftin'd  way  ; 
Where'er  he  trod  the  magic  gleams  appear ; 
His  burnifh'd  bread-plate  fparkled  on  the  day. 
And  glory's  harp  ftill  roU'd  along  his  ear  : 
Shame  flies  his  path,  and  Doubt,  and  hiding  Fear  ; 
And  Strength  and  Triumph  pant  within  his  breafl: ; 
Upon  his  brow  fits  Majefty  fevere  ; 
Onward  he  bounds,  the  warrior  all  confefl:, 
And  high  he  rears  his  fword,  and  nods  the  waving 
creft! 


END  OF  THE  PALACE  OF  PLEASURE, 
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ANTHEM  I 

WRITTEN    ON    THE    DEATH 

OF  AN  AMIABLE  S,-  ACCOMPLISHED 

YOUJVG-  I..A]DY^ 

Who  departed  this  Life,  January    14,  1801, 
ANNO    ^TAT.    SU.    15. 

DIRGE. 

Jan.  20t/t,  1801. 

Ah  fay,  why  tearful  is  the  fadden'd  eye  ? 

Why  weeps  pale  Sorrow  o'er  the  mournful  tomb  ? 

Is  it  that  Death's  dark  cloud  with  deep'ning  gloom 
Has  fwept  Life's  chearful  morn  and  fmiling  fky  ! 
Yet,  forrowing  pair,  whofe  fond  parental  breafts 

Still  mourn  departed  lovelinefs  and  worth  ; 
Yet,  yet  look  up  to  where  your  Angel  refts, 

And  mounts  immortal  from  the  woes  of  earth  ! 

And,  thou,  lorn  Sifter  lovelier  in  thy  tears, 
O  wipe  the  liquid  forrow  from  thy  brow  ; 

And  thou,  fad  Brother  of  her  once  gay  years, 
Smile  that  a  Seraph  claims  thy  fricndfliip  now  ; 

AIR. 
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AIR. 

For  in  robes  of  glory  beaming 
High  flie  treads  the  azure  ground, 
Where,  in  founds  of  rapture  dreaming 
All  the  harps  of  Heav'n  refound  ! 

Falls,  in  ftrains  of  mufic  dying, 
Streams,  that  warble  as  they  flow. 
Symphonies  in  Zephyrs  fighing. 
Ever  breathing  foft  and  flow  j 

Fields,  that  know  no  winter  dreary. 
Groves,  to  heav'nly  mufing  dear. 
There  her  charm'd  eye  never  weary. 
Never  tire  her  ravifli'd  ear  ! 


RECITATIVE. 

Lift,  lift,  fond  pair,  the  drooping  head  ; 
O  let  the  fmiles,  fo  foon  that  fled. 

Again  falute  th'  enliven'd  Morn  \ 
Hufli,  hufli  AfFe6tion's  mournful  figh, 
And  wipe  from  out  the  tear-dew 'd  eye 

The  pearls  that  Woe's  pale  cheek  adorn. 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Ye  Choirs  of  Harmony  on  high, 
Who  tune  the  fpheres  that  charm  the  fl<y, 
For  ever  rolling  round  th'  eternal  throne  ; 
Quick  with  your  msgic  founds  unfold 
Yon  portals  of  celeftial  gold  ; 
A  Sifter  Minftrel  comes  to  claim  her  own  ; 
Hafte,  bring  the  veft  of  fhining  white, 
The  glitt'ring  harp,  and  crown  of  light. 
And  pour  a  flood  of  radiance  on  her  way  ! 
She  comes,  fhe  comes  !  upon  her  brow 
Life  beams  immortal  triumph  now  ; 
Her  eyelids  open  on  eternal  day  ! 

GllAND     CHORUS. 

Hark,  how  the  golden  lyres  around 
Roll  all  the  majefty  of  found, 
As  loud  fhe  hails  her  native  fky  ! 
Now  wide  upon  the  raptur'd  fight 
Burft  beatific  vifions  bright ; 
Death  binds  her  Angel  form  no  more  ; 
She  burfts  the  bonds  that  chain'd  before, 
And  puts  on  Immortality. 

FINIS. 
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